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DEDICATION. 


s it is the Faſhion to have a 
3 A. BE Dedication, I cannot publiſh my 

a2 Play without one; yet, as 1 
'am a-Stranger in this Kingdom, un- 
acquainted with the great Men, who 
have all the Qualifications, neceflary to 
conſtitute the noble Character of a ll 
A 2 Patron 


DE DILICGCAT ION. 
Patron of the Muſes, I cannot preſume 
to ſingle out any particular Name, to 
do honour to my Performance. But, 
if there be a Man (and I doubt not there 
are many) who is conſcious of private 
Honeſty and public Spirit; one, who 
hath Taſte and Erudition; who is not 
only an Admirer, but a generous En- 
courager of Arts, let the Public write 
his Name in the Blank I have left above, 


and I ſhall, at all times, be ready to 
ſubſcribe myſelf 


His moſt faithful 


and moſt obedient, 


* 


humble Servant, 
Me. Namara MorGan. 
P. S. Since I had written the above, 


I have made the moſt diligent Enquiry 


for 


DEDICATION. 


for ſome Character, who might anſwer 
my Idea of a Patron. 5 Many have been 
juſtly pointed out to me: But, I find 
the public Voice ſo much in favour 
of one Gentleman, that I muſt beg the 


Reader will ſuppoſe this 128 originally 
dedicated 


TO THE 


RIGHT HONO URABLE 


George Dodington, Eſq; 


of] 


PREFACE 


I Should never acquit myſelf of Ingratitude, did 
I not publicly acknowledge, that whatever Succeh 
this Play has met with (next to the Indulgence of the 
Town) was principally owing to the excellent Per. 
formance of Mr. Barry and Miſs NossrTER. 


This young Lady, with the greateſt Tenderneſs a 
Feeling, is poſſeſſed of ſuch a happy Strength of Im. 
gination, as muſt-forcibly affect the Heart; and a 
Author, who addreſſes himſelf to the Paſſions, cannot 
but be charmed to find ſo young an Actreſs entering 
into the very Soul and Spirit of his Words. 


I ſhall ſay nothing of Mr. Bazxzy, as an Actor, bu 
that he exerted bis well-known Abilities to adorn thi 
Play. More would be ſuperfluous. 


But I am much more indebted to him on another 

Account. To his Judgment I owe many conſiderable 
Alterations, in the Conduct of this Piece, from my 
original Plan. And his Knowledge of the Paſſions 
often guided me to the Feeling that ſhould naturaly 
ariſe from the Incident. 


For the Piece itſelf I have only to add, that, ſuch a 
the Reader finds it, it is entirely original, excepting 


the Aſſiſtance I had from Sir ParL1e Soy EV, whoſ 


Fable I was obliged to alter very conſiderably to rende 
it dramatic. The Unity of Place I have difregarded, 
becauſe I have obſerved ſuch Regularity has ſeldom 
pleaſed the Engliſb Audience. If this be a Fault, l. 
the modern Critics impute it to themſelves. 


e ere &oSO 23 + Sx 


PRO 


SER SEES mh = 


3 ry | ! | 
Spoken by Mr. Syarks. | 


HEN great Ex zA fill'd the Britiſh Throne, 
She mark'd the matcbleſs StoxEY for ber TY 
Around whoſe Temples ev'ry Laurel twin'd, 
In early Youth, the Glory of Mankind ! 
With Genius, Birth, Wit, Fortune, Fame inſpir d, 
He plan'd this Tale, which WALLER Vance adnir'd ; 
In gay Arcadia let bis Fancy rove 
And form'd another Paradiſe for Tove: 
Where blooming ſtill, in his immortal Page, 
His PH1LOCLE A charm'd thro' ev'ry Age. 
Nor think the Story Fiction, drawn with Art, 
Nis a true HiPry of the human Heart. 
Warm'd 4vith the great Idea that be drew, 
The Tragic Muſe wou'd paint it to your View, 
Conſpicuous to the Sight exalt it higher, 
And give Narration Action, Life and Fire. 3 
hs near our Bard (young Candidate for Fame) 
Comes to this Mark of his ambitious Aim, 
To your Determination we appeal, 
bo ve Taſte ta judge, and Tenderneſs to feel. 
Vet from your kind Deciſions here of late, 
With modeft Hope we may foreſee his Fate; 
For Britons, ever generous as brave, 
Will ne er deſtroy, where there is Room to ſave. | 
There was a Time, indeed, when factious Rage 
Cou'd damn, with Noiſe, the Children of the Stage; 
But now our Britiſh Audiences appear 
What once the learned Sons of Athens were: | 
And late, where Gothic Uproar cou'd decide, e 
New Candor fits, with Patience by his Side. 
Ev'n Juſtice now is partial to the Stage, 
For true Politeneſs marks this happy Age. | 
Our Author then to you dares truſt his Cauſe, | I 
If be bas Merit, ſure to meet 7 | ; 


Dramatis ; 


— — 
a _ hn 
— — — 


| 


, 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


MEN. 
BAs IL Ius, King of Arcadia, Mr. rank 
PyroCLEs, Prince of Macedon, Digit 3 Mr. Ba RRV. 
Musiponus, Prince of 1 — SMITH, 
AMPHIALUS, the King's Nephew, Mr. Venus. 
| PHILANAX, General and Viceroy of Arcadia, Mr. Ripovr, 
EvurisTvus, Servant to Mu ſidorus, Mr. Ax DEN son. 
DAMETAs, an old Shepherd, | Mr. REDMAx. 
THryRs1s, a young Shepherd, — Mr. HoLTHAu 
WOM E N. 
GYNECIA, Queen of Arcadia, Mrs. BLanv. 


PAMELA, f the King's Daughters by a nt 
PHILOCLEA, former. Queen, Miſs Noss1TER. 
22 Amphialus's Mother, Dou a- 


CECROPIA, ger of the King's Brother, 


| Mrs. Viuckxr | 


EuGENIA, her Gentlewoman, "MrsGR1FFITH. 


a ſimple Shepherdeſe, 4 ttendant FMiGMors ART 


to Pamela, 


PHEBE, f 


Shepherds, Shepherdeſſes, Officers, Guards, and Attendants. 


* 


PHILOCLE A: 
TRAGEDY. 


— em r n "Ig p "lit. th. "IEEE „ * — — 
— 


SCENE, the Foreſt of Arcadia. 
Mvus1porvus, dreſs'd like a Shepherd, and Evxisrus. 


FuRi1sTUS. 


RY Lord, forgive me, if I ſeem furpriz'd 


(EI e 


8 Why you, our Prince, a apparent Heir 
0 F. 2 > Who oft have led our 1 to the Field, 
Ne And oft return'd, with glorious Conquelt 

crown'd, 

Should SE in ſoft Arcadid's cool Retreats, 
Diſguiſe you in a Shepherd's homely Weeds, 
And, for a Scepter, wield a ſimple Crook. 
Yet ſtil), I doubt not, there's ſome noble Cauſe, 
Worthy of Myfidorus. 
Mustbokus. 
The Cauſe is Lone: for which, great Jove himſelf 

B Hath 


* 


Where old Baſilius reign'd Arcadia's King. 


"WE PHILOCLEA: 


Hath oft transform'd him to ſome borrow'd Shape: 
And therefore did I ſend for thee from Theſſaly, 


To meet me here conceal'd, that thou may'ſt ſerve me; 


For long I've tried, and ever found thee faithful 
EvuRI1STUS. 
My Lite is Your: s, by Choice, as well as Duty. 
"  Muvs1Dokrus. 
I know it well - no more. And now, my Friend, 
I will unravel this perplex'd Affair: 
Thou may'ſt remember, that my Kinſman Pevcles, 
The Prince of Macedon, and I, ſet out 
As private Gentlemen, to ſee the Courts 
And various Manners of the States of Greece ; 
That we might take a nearer and more faithful 
Proſpect of Things, when we had thrown aſide 
The Veil which Grandeur ever holds before 
The Eye of Princes. Thus we paſt thro' Greece, 
Till we at length arriv'd at Mantinea, 
r 
Here all Deſcription fails — We ſaw his Daughters, 
And we no ſooner ſaw them, but we lov'd : 
The Majeſty of Pamela ſubdued my Heart, 
And Phzloclea's Softneſs won my Friend. 
EvurisTvs. 
What hinders then, but that you both demand 


Your Loves in Marriage? Yours is an Alliance, 


Beyond whate'er Arcadia could have hop'd. 
Musipokus. 

O my Euriſius ! there's an Obſtacle, 

A great one too, that's yet to be ſurmounted. 

Scarce had we ſeen theſe Miracles of Beauty, 

When all our Hopes were young, and fledg'd with Joy, 

One Stroke of Fortune daſh'd them to the Ground. 

For, to th* Amazement of the Court and Kingdom, 

Bofilins, with his Daughters and his Queen, 

Retir'd precipitate, and hid himſelf 


And then, trom ev'ry Commerce with the World, 


| Within 


1 
3 


* 


r Rs * 

Within this lonely Foreſt: Then ſent forth 

His royal Proclamation, through the Land, 

Forbidding all Men, on the Pain of Death, 

 T*intrude within the Circuit of this Pale; 
Except ſome few of the Arcadian Shepherd. 
Who purpoſely are licens'd, to diſcharge 

The neceſſary Buſineſs of the Place. 

Euklsrus. 
This was an unexpected Blow indeed. 
Mus1pokus, 

Nor is this all ; for, by another Law, 

He hath decreed, his Daughters ne'er ſhall wed, 

But, here, in Solitude, conſume their Days. 

EvRISTUSs.. | 
What could induce him to ſo ſtrange a Courle ? 
Mvusinorus, 

He ſays, there is a weighty Cauſe z but ſill, 

He locks it up a Secret in his Breaſt z - 

For neither do the Viceroy, nor the 3 
Nor the young Princeſſes his Motives know: 

Yet I've found Means to ſound his deep Deſign. 

Perceiving he had fix'd his Reſolution, 
Immediately on his Return from Delphos, - 

I ſtrait bethought me, that it muſt proceed 

From ſome myſterious Anſwer of the God. 

Thither I flew, and brib'd the venal Prieſt, | 
From whom I learn'd the mighty Cauſe of all — 
Was, that the Oracle had told the King, 

bene er his Daughters married, be ſhould die. 

This is the Cauie why we are here diſguis'd; 

Where we are known, among our Feilow-ſwains, 

By the teign'd Names of Dorus and of Claius. 

Eukisruvs. 

It is a Difficulty, that requires 

All your Addreſs and Courage to ſurmount. 

But tell me, my good Lord, I long to hear 
The happy Progreſs mm have made in Love, 


2 Mos 


| 
i 
5 
4 
1 
1 
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PHILOCLEA: 


4 

Mosiborvus. 
Ten Days I've led a Life of Servitude, 
Happy in this alone, that I can ſee her, | 
And, ſometimes, execute her fweet Commands ; 
But, never dar'd to open my Deſign. 
There's ſuch commanding Majeſty about her, 
Such Air, ſuch Grace, ſuch Dignity of Beauty, 
That, as I gaze, ſhe awes me into Silence. 

Eounlsrus. 

But have you yet, by any Means, contriv'd, 
Tho? indirectly, from ſome Circumſtance, 
That ſhe ſhou'd even gueſs at your Eſtate. 


Mus1porus. 6 


I have devis'd a Stratagem, by which 
She ſoon ſhall know I'm not of vulgar Rank. 
There js an aged — one Dametas, 
The Maſter here of all th* Arcadian Swains, 
So great a Favourite with the King, that he 
Hath made him Guardian of the Princeſs Pamela, 
Who now reſides intirely 1 his ut doe 
He has a Daughter, a poor aid, 
To whom [ have efenced ry ag ; her Name 
Is Pbebe; and, to her I freely ſpeak 
What to the Princets* Ear | would convey, 
Who ſeems well pleas'd to liſten to our Loves. 
Two Days ago, I ſaid, I found a Treaſure, 
And I preſented her with my own Picture, : 
Dreſs'd in my princely Robes, ſetround with Diamonds. 
The Princeſs view'd it, but with careleſs Eye, 
And coldly ſaid, ihe wonder'd who had loſt it. 
| _ _EvrisTvus. 
Put what of the young Prince of Macedon, 
Tour gallant Friend ? 
Muos1Dogus. 

O he is happier far 
He, yeſterday, was ſent for from the Plain, 
By the Queen s Qrders, to attend her Perſon : . 


— 
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Where he, each Day, without Controul, may gaze 
On the celeſtial Form of her he loves, 
Or liſten to the Muſic ef her Voice; 
An Opportunity he ſoon improye,...  - 
By all the ſoft Addreſs that Love can teach. 

_ EvurisTus, | 
But, is there opts in which my Service can 
te H ro"my e 

Mus1porus. | 
| _ 2 There is, 2 
Our purpos'd Plan is this. In proper Time, 
l tell the Princeſſes our Loves, 
We'll preſs them to fly hence, and leave the Gloom 
Of weary Solitude, to ſhine upon ; 
The Thrones of Macedon and Theſſah — 
Be thou ſtill near at hand, fee all prepar'd, 
Servants and Horſes, plac'd at certain Poſts, 
To favour our Eſcape. No more. — Be gone; 
For it is Death to tread this fatal Place; 1 
But, thou haſt oft expos'd thy Life for me, N 
Midſt Dangers, more he Pig in the Field —— 
Here, ev'ry Morning, with the riſing Sun, 
Will 1 repair to mect thee. Tis the moſt 
d 


Sequeſter d of the Foreſt. | 
EUuRISTUS. | 
I obey; 
And, by my Diligence, ſhall ſpeak my Duty. (Exit. / 


| USIDORUS, 
lt is a glorious Morn, and Phabus now, | | 
derenely bright, ſmiles on the-Landicape round. 
How well this Solitude now ſuits my Thoughts! 

For there's a gentle Lazineſs in Love, 
That wou'd indulge, beneath the awful Shade 
Of theſe fam'd Groves, Delight of ancient Pan! 
Where Sylvans, Fauns, and all the woodland Nymphs, 
Dryads and Hamadryads, love to dwell. — 
But hark! — the ruſtling of the Trees proclaims 
dame Interruption near. | 


Enter 


— 


” 


s PHILOCLEA: 
Enter Prxocl Es. ; 


| : *Tis Pyrocles , — 
With folded Arms, and down-caſt penſive Look.— 
He ſees me not—Alas ! my Friend, what means 
This ſad Dejection, pictur d in thy Face? 
| Tell me the Cauſe, and let me ſhare thy Gniefs.' 
| PyROCLES. 
O Mufidorus | O my gallant Friend! 
When laſt we met, I thought myſelf too happy; 
But, ſince I ſaw thee, all my Hopes are blaſted. 
This Day determines my uncertain Fate 
Perhaps it is the laſt I have to live. 
Mus1DpoRus. | 
| - Explain thyſelf ; thy Lite in peril, ſay*ſt thou? 
| | Sg PyROCLES. 
| *Tis in the Hands of an abandon'd Woman. 
| The youthful Queen, this beauteous Cyprian Prince, 
| Whom in his Dotage old Baſilius chole ; 
| With the Experience of a Wanton's Eye, 
| WA Pierc'd thro* the Cover of my borrow'd Shape, 
| And fain wou'd tempt me to her lewd Embrace. 
| For this it ſeems ſhe call'd me from the Plain! — 
| Laſt Night, her guilty Paſſion ſhe confeſs'd, , 
But, by good Fortune, ere I cou'd reply, 
When all my Wits were on the Rack of Doubt, 
Uncertain what to ſay or how to act, 
The King approach'd us; glad of the Pretence, 
| I ſtrait withdrew, and have not fince beheld her, 
| 5 Musibokus. 
Ha ! *tis a Rock may ſhipwreck all thy Hopes 
| But Philoclea—haſt thou dar'd, as yer, 
To hint to her the Purpoſe of thy Soul ? 
| PyROCLES. 
Oh no; ſhe's ſtill a Stranger to my Love; 


| 


, 
1 


= 
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But I have tried a thouſand little Arts, 
To win her Notice and attract her Eye. 
And yeſterday, as ſhe paſs d by me once, 
| bow'd with low Reſpect ; then, riſing ſlow, 
My Hand upon my Heart, I breath'd a Sigh, 
And gaz'd with ſo much Ardour on her Charms, 
That all my Soul was darted through my Eye. — 
At this, methought, ſhe bluſh'd with ſweet Surprize, 
And in Confuſion haſtily retir'd. | 
| Mus1porus. 
'Tis well that ſhe obſerv'd thee. But the Queen, 
What's to be done with her ? 
= PYROCLES. 
I know not what ; 
am diſtracted at the Thought !—And yet, 
Something muſt ſoon be done. It muſt be this. — 
PIl fly, this Hour; Pbiloclea out, 
And boldly tell her, who and what I am. 
I will no more be tortur'd with Suſpence, 
ll know my Fate, be bleſt or curs'd at once. 
Mus1Dorus. 

Proceed with Policy and prudent Caution. 
If any Danger offers, let me ſhare it. | 

q PyROCLES. | | 
Danger ! my Soul ſprings upward at the Thouph. 
Wou'd there were no Impediment but that ! 
Cou'd I but win her gentle Soul to Love, 
Then wou'd I mock at Danger and at Toil, 
And bear her off, tho Death himſelf oppos'd me. (Exit. 


I 


Enter . 


r DaMETaAs. 
Derus, the Foreſt's up in Arms ; here take 
This Sword, and uſe it in our King's Defence. 


Mus1D0Rvus. 


4 PHILOCLEA: 


Mus bonus. | 
What ſudden Cauſe diſturbs our rural Peace, 


That we mult quit aur Sheep-hooks, far the Sword ? 


DamMzras. 
Juſt now the Sh Thy, out of Breath, 
Frighted and came running to the King, 


And told him, that a Man of princely Figure 
Had met him, as he paſe'd thro' yonder Grove; 
But, when he warn'd him of his bold Intruſion, 
And bid him fly to ſave his forfeit Life, 

He drew his Sword and ſwore he'd ſlay the firſt 
Shou d dare to interrupt his deſtin'd Courſe. 


Musiporus. 
ive me the Sword By Heaven, I wiſh to meet him. 
He comes a Rival to my Friend or me. (Afide,) 


Give me the Sword; for, from a Soldier once 

learn *d to practiſe it with dextrous Art, 

And Duty now adds Courage to my Skill. | 

 DamMETaAs. 

So ſhalt thou gain the Favour of the King, 

Haſte, follow me, the reſt are up in Arms. (Exit. Dam. 
 _ Mvs$iDorbs. 

Send me, kind Gods! ſome glorious Adverſary, 

That I ons Nes my Valour by his Fall. (Exit. 


SCE N E.& Garden. 
- Prtoctea diſrver'd fleeping in an Arber. 
| Enter PyROCLES. 


 PyrocrLEs. 
Alone ſhe walk*d into the Garden. Love, 
Keep thou the Door, let no Intruder in. 
Sweet Philoclea, beauteous Maid, appear 
See, where ſhe ſleeps, upon a Bed of Violets, 
More ſweet than any Violet i in the Bed ! 


O happy 


I TRAGEDY. 9 


O happy Flow'r, on which that Cheek is laid! 

Here, one, aſpiring, ſeems to kiſs her Lips, 

And, froth her Breath, inhales more balmy Sweets 
Than ever Fivra ſhed upon its Tribe. | 
O let me pluck thee, with a jealous Hand! 

And, like a Bee, ſip that delicious Dew. 

But ſoft—and may not I too ſteal a Kifs ? 

»Twill not be miſs'd, from ſuch a ſtore of Sweets. 


W a) 0 (Kiſſes ber. 
O! *tis like Water to a fev*riſh Man, 
Tho' meant to cool the parching of his Thirſt, 
It adds a ſcorching Fury to the Flame. 
EO PHILOCLEA,' = 
O Claius, Claius ! x (Speaking in her ſleep. 
PyROCLES. | 
g | Hark ! ſhe dreams of me! | 
Ye gentle Pow'rs, prefiding o'er her Thoughts, 
O let her ſpeak again Soft, ſoft, ſhe wakes. 
rel (Pyrocles retires à little, 


| f PRILOCLEA. 
Alas ! not e' en the Balm of ſoft Repoſe 
Can ſooth my Cares; while frolic Fancy plays, 


And, like a glaſſy Mirror, to the Mind e 


Reflects the of my waking Thoughts. | 
9 * . (Pyrocles advances. 
„ 
Pardon, my gracious Lady, but I thought, 
I heard you call on Claius. 
ParILOCLEA. 
Did I call hee? 
I know not if I did. PETS 
CD | PyRoCLEs, | 
RIES. 2 - Bright Excellence, 
Relying on the Goodneſs of thy Soul, 
And the Delight thou tak'ſt in Deeds of Mercy, 
] came to ſeek thee ; with a proſtrate Heart, 
To beg thy Interceſſion, and, to fave 
A Wretch's Life: For, by unhappy Fortune, 
. ; © | 


—— ͤ ee * — ů 
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I have committed an Offence, for which 
Thy Ser: int's Life is forfeit to the Laws. 
Nor wears my Crime, tho' great, fo black a F a, 
As to fright Mercy from thy tender Breaſt. 
il - PaLOCLEA. 
| Alas ! good Swain, what is it you have done? 
| But reſt aſſur*d, I'll try the utmoſt Force 
| Of all my Influence, to procure thee Grace; 
| For long I've noted thee, upon the Plain, 
Of gentle Manners, far above the reſt . 
| And oft, as I walk'd forth, you ſtill wou'd bring 
l The ſweeteſt Flowers and ſtrew them at my Feet: 
1 Or, ſometimes, weave a Chaplet for my Brow, 
Contriv'd with ſuch Simplicity of Taſte, 
As ſeem'd to ſpeak an Elegance of Soul. 
Believe me, Shepherd, I'II do all I can | 
To fave thy Life.—But, what is't you have done? 
| | ' PyRocLEs, Lp”, 
Upon my Knees, let me confeſs my Crime; 
But ſtart not, when you hear the horrid Tale— 
For, tis againſt thyſelf I have offended, - 
P RILOCLEA. 
Then I am glad of it, with all my Soul; 
For now, I freely may forgive it thee. —— 
Riſe and be happy—think of it no more. 
is 1 Px RocrxSs. | 
O that ſome Muſe wou'd lend me now her Voice! 
That, in ſoft, dulcet Accents I might breathe 
Inchantment on thy Senſe, while I declare, 
My only Crime is - Oh I dare not ſpeak it — 
But thou haſt promis'd to forgive; and 
Will truſt thy Mercy.—Yet, with trembling Awe, 
My faltring Tongue has ſcarce the Pow'r to tell, 
My only Crime is - too ambitious Love. 
- - - __PriLOCLEA. | 
Ha! have a care !—You know not what you ſay ; 
For Love and Death are here ſynonimous, — 


But 


— 
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But tell me, y, who and what you are ? 
That Habie fits —— like this. . 
| PyrOCLES. | 
Preſumptuous as I am, I would not dare 
Direct my Eye to the meridian (Sun, - 
Were I not, like the Eagle, truly bred, 
Of Royal race, undazzled at the —— f 
I am no Shepherd, as you've rightly — 5 
This Habit's but the Livery of Love. 150 
| PrrLOCLEA.. 
Who art thou then? But wherefore ſhould I ak? 
Purge xs. F 
If e- er the Name of Pyrecles, the Son 
Of fam'd Euarchis, King of Macedon,  ._ 
Hath reach'd thine Ear, Em that ill-fated Prince; 
Who, for thy Love, cou'd bear each ſervile Toil, 
And mingle with the meaneſt Cottage Swains. 
| PrLOCLEA. 
I am ſo poor a Practiſer in Love, 
I cannot teh; but you deceive. me now. 
PraoclEsG . 
The Sage, I now perceive, was wiſe, that wiſh'd 
To have a Window open'd in his Breaſt. 
O! that thou now couꝰd'ſt look into my Heart 
There ſhou'd'ſt thou ſee thy precious ſelf, inſhrin'd 
Within the Center, near the Spring of Life. 
Like ſome fair Form, inclos'd within a Gem 
Of lucid Agate or tranſparent Amber, 
And nought, but Ruin, can efface the Image. 
PHILOCLEA. | 
Sure there is fome Inchantment in thy Tongue! 
Thy Words are ſweeter than the Hren's Voice; 
Their magic Sounds have charm'd Reſerve away, 
And I no more ſhall bluſh, to own I love. 
PyrocLEs, + 
Celeſtial Accents! are my Senſes true 
Speak, ſpeak again! leſt I miſtake the Word 


& 2; 
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There's 
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There's ſuch ſweet Muſic in the Sound of Love, 
Still let me hear it warble on thy Tongue? 
| PHILOCLEA. 
T hat I do bh theſe melting Tears atteſt ; 
As they may well bear witneſs, that I'm wretched. 
PyROCLES. 
Can'ſt thou be wretched, who'rt the Source of Bliſs ! B 
Why da thoſe Eyes, whoſe Fire can kindle Joy, | 
Pour Streams of Sorrow, that might quench the Flame, * 
As Rain and Lightning burſt at once from Heaven? A 
PNIILOcL EA fl 
V 
8 
1 
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Can'ſt thou not think Þ— for I am ſure thou heard'ſt it. 
But 1 myſelf forgot it, in my Joy. | 
My Father hath decreed I ne'er ſhall wed ; 
*Tis made a Law irrevocably fixd. 
PyYROCLES. 
But, does my Love confirm that harſh Decree? 
 PrILOCLEA, 
If I were free, I wou'd that Freedom uſe 
But once, to give that very Freedom up, 
And chuſe thee Monarch of my conquer'd Soul. 
PyRocLEs. * 
Then there's no Power ſhall keep thee from my Arms. 
I will demand thee with my Kingdom's Force, 
And level to the Ground, the Pale of this 
Curs'd Foreſt, where thy Beauty! is obſcur'd. 
Then, like ſome Goddeſs on a lofty Shrine, 
Ill feat thee on a Throne to public View, 
That all the World may wonder at thy Charms. 
 PurLocLea. ' 
Put he declares there are ſuch weighty Reaſons —— 
PyROCLES. | 
It is an Oracle forſooth; a mean | 
Device! contriv*d by ſome deſighing Prieſt, 
Corrupted, to abuſe his ſacred Truſt. 
, 1 will deſtroy that Neſt of holy Cheats, 
Whoſe Forg'ries contradict the Voice of Nature. 
My arlt Exploit ſhall be to root them out: 


Fl 
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Til lead a potent Army into Delpbos, | 

And, when I've raz'd the Temple to the Ground. 

Il build another to the God of Lovðv ee. 

| PRHILOcLE A. 2 

Be not too raſh—let Prudence be thy Guide, 

We muſt be now more cautious than before; 

| But moſt, beware the Queen's too curious Eye. 

know not why, but ſhe, of late, is grown 

Moſt cruelly ſevere to all my Actions; 

And ſhe forbad me to converſe with thee. —— 

Twas ſtrange, when at the time we ne'er convers'd. 
E PrrOCLES. 1 „ 

What Heart cou'd injure Innocence like thine ! 

She's not thy Parent, tho? thy. Father's Wife, 

Th' imprudent Choice of his declining Years. 
11 4 . PrILOCLEA. 

O Heavens, undone ! for yonder comes the Queen. — 

Yet ſtir not, we're obſerv'd. 


Enter the Quezy. 


QUEEN. | | 
| What, private Meetings! 
Madam, I ſee how you obey my Orders. N 

PHILOCLEA. 
AImpute it not; *twas Accident alone 
That brought | 
Queen. | 
I hear no more. Retire and leave me. 
2 (Exit Philoc. Pyrocles offers 10 gs. 
Stay, Claius, ſtay; I know thee by no Name, 
But that; tho* 'm convinc'd, tis not thy Name; 
Laſt Night.] bluth to name laſt Night, — for thee 
I laid alide Formality of Sex, | 
And then my Soul, whoſe daily Food was Praiſe, 
Diſtilld like Honey from a thouſand Tongues, 
Confeſs'( a Paſſion Pride ſhould bluſh to ſpeak, 
Nor think I am too forward in my Suit, 


For, 


14 PHILOCLEA: 


For, where a Woman's plac'd above the Rank 
Of him ſhe loves, her State muſt ſtoop to his, 
Forgetting ev'ry faſhionable Form, | 
And, ere he ſpeaks, aſſure him of Succeſs, — 
3547 +1, TORO, tit oo 
Alas! what Crime cou'd ſuch a Wretch as I 
Commit, to have your Majeſty deſcend, 
To lay this Snare, to catch my harmleſs Life ? 


Q EEN. 
Thou little know'ſt, ſharpen'd Senſe 


with what a 
A Lover's Eye can penetrate the thin 
Difguiſe, that ſhadows thee from vulgar Sight. 
I know thee well, and faw thee oft before. 
Thou art that ful Stranger that appear'd, 
When late we pt our Court at Mantinea. 

Thy Form then ſtruck ſo deep into my Heart, 
That no Diſguiſe can hide it from me now. 

PyROCLES. 

Your princely Excellence can never mean, 

With ſerious Thought, the Purport of your Words, 
You cannot think me other than I ſeem ; 

Or, if you did, I know your Virtue well ; 

Nor can the World perſuade me, your great Soul 
Cou'd ſully Majeſty with Thoughts ſo mean. 

UEEN, 

What! doft thou read cold Lectures to my Love? 
Upbraid my Paſſion, tell me *tis a Crime? 
Ha! —— think upon't— conſider well, raſh Youth! 
Arcadia's Queen now deigns to ſue to thee : 
And know, if lighted, Love, Revenge and Pride 
At once will kindle ſuch a Storm of Fire, | 
As ſhall conſume thee in its furious Blaze. 

Still art thou ſilent? Speak; I charge thee, ſpeak. 

Py ROCLES. 

| Allegiance to my Lord and yours forbids 

Such bold Preſumption in his faithful Slave. 


Qu). 
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QuEExN. 

And am I then refus*'d ! my Offer ſcorn'd ! 
My Love deſpis'd ! my Beauty ſet at nought! 
] who was late the Idol of Mankind 
Torture and Shame ! But I will be reveng' d; 
Revenge! Revenge! ſhall heal my wounded Pride 
Ill to the King, and tell him all I know. | 
Thou art come here, with yillainous Intent, 
To ſteal his Daughter and uſurp his Crown. 
Tis Philoclea —— now I know the Cauſe; 
It is for. Philoclea I'm deſpis'd. 15 
Blind as I was to be fo long deceiv'd! 
Thy Preſence here is Treaſon by our Law. 
Ill have thee tortur'd, thou ſhalt die by piece - meal; 
Then will I cauſe thy mangled Limbs to hang 
On ev'ry Bough, parch'd. in the ſcorching Sun, 
And Pbiloclea too ſhall ſhare thy Fate. ; 
By Heav'n I'll do't——PI to the King this inſtante, 

| (Exit Queen. 

_ PyrocLEs. | 


Death to my Hopes! there's Ruin in her Looks! 
If ſhe's determin'd; I am loſt for ever. 
Inventive Power of Love! propitious hear ! 
Teach me ſome Stratagem to ſcape her Rage. 
I'll after her — ſwear, flatter, fawn, deceive, 
No matter what, to win a little Time. 
Such ſtrange Perplexities diſtract my Love, 
That only Falſehood can my Truth approve. (Exit. 


End of the Firſt ACT. 


ACT 
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SCENE, anoiber Naben 5 in the Foreſt 


Enter the * followed 2 Pruoeuss 


UEEN. 
AY I believe thee, ſhall I think thee true? 
n 
By Love's bright Queen, or by thy bri ohter ſe f, 
I fwear, it was thy matchleſs Charms alone, 
That drew me hither in this borrow'd — * 
And my feign'd Coldneſs did but try thy Heart; 
For, an Attempt, with a Repulſe, were e fatal, 
UVEEN, 
Forgive th' unruly Tranſport of my Rage ; ; 
*T was all th Effect of an unbounded Love. 
Who art thou then? — but *tis no matter who 
Thou art thyſelf. ——— Whoeer thou art, [ love thee. 
PyROCLES. 
From thee no Circumſtance can I conceal. * 
I am a Nobleman of Macedon, + 
Of no mean Note; my Name is Dazphantus ; 
Who, ſince I ſaw thee firſt at Mantinea, 
Have been the ſilent Captive of thy Charms. 
UEEN. 
We ſhall be bleſs'd, above Conception's reach 
Under the happy Veil of * ; 


With 
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With moft unbounded Freedom we may love, 
And give a looſe to every tender Joy. 

No dull Reſerve ſhall damp our farightly Bliſs, 
Nor Apprehenſion hang upon our Tho 


But, free as Nature, uncontroul'd we'll love. — 


When o'er the Earth Night ſpreads her fable Veil, 

To ſcreen the Bluſhes of conſenting Love, 

Attend\me in the Garden's lone Receſs; 

And in the Wilderneſs there is a Cave, 

Where curling Vines, with Woodbines interlac'd, 

(Emblems of mutual Love) united twiſt 

Their clinging F ibres round the Rock. 

Be that that the ſecret happy Scene! | 
PYROCLES, 


The Sun now | up th' Aſcent of Day, 
And, tl be b. | Moment js pn Age, 


QUEEN. 
O for a Flight of Cypids now, whoſe Wings, 
o'er us, might eclipſe the Sun, 
an artificial Night for Love! 


Praocrzs. 
ou'd that ſome matchleſs Beauty, like hykeiß 
Wer to meet Pbabus in old Thetis place, 
Then, with th' Impatience of a Lover's Hope, 
He'd plunge at once into th Alantic Deep, 
* premature, bring Ka the ſlow- pac d Night. 
UEEN. | 
Night ſhall prove thy Faith. For ſtill I'm ſo 
lex d with Doubts, I'm jealous of thee ſtill 
Sal 11 Philoclea haunts my tortur'd Thoughts: 
But, if Ambition glows within thy Breaſt ; 
If thy aſpiring Youth be charm'd with Greatneſs, - 


The now treads the oy Deſcent of Years, 
And from mult reach the jo wly Vale of Death. 


Then, 


Tu pa Aus thy Truth with Glory's richeſt Prize. 


13 PHILOC LEA: 

Then, if thou'rt faithful, thou ſhalt be my Lord, 
Lord of my Perſon and my ample Dower; 
And, if my Policy miſs not its aim, 

Perhaps I'll feat thee on Arcadia's Throne. 

PYROCLES. + 
I fear ee Conſtancy and Truth. 
QUEEN. - 

The King now ſits in Judgment on Ampliialus, 
Whom late the Shepherd Dorus made his Captive, 
And I'm expected there. — Wait ſome ſhort Space, 
Then follow me - that I may gaze upon thee. (Going. 
But firſt, I charge thee, on thy Life, avoid | 
All private Conterence with Philocka. 

It I but ſee thee dart a tender Glance, 

Sent as the ſoft Ambaſſador of Love, 
PII intercept it ere it reach her Heart, «4 

And Jealous Rage ſhall publiſh thy Deceit. (Exit Queen. 

PyYROCLES. 

Deceit indeed! O Philoclea, tis 

My Truth to thee has made me ſeem thus falſe, 

To gain a ſhort-liv'd momentary Reſpite. 

Her Diſappointment will inflame her Soul, 

Nor all my Art can ſave me from her R 

The Thought diſtracts me!--Woman! Woman Woman! 
Now cou'd I rail, blaſpheme that lovely Name, 

And ſum up all the Miſchiefs of the Sex — 
But Philoclea! — is not ſhe a Woman? 

Her Virtues crowd ſo faſt upon my Thought, 

That my Tongue, now, cou'd overflow with Praiſe. 
Henceforth, when Slander ſhall traduce the Fair, 

To do them Right, ſpeak Philoclea's Name, 

And, at the Sound, Detraction ſhall be mute. (Exil. 


| The 
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The SCENE diſcovers the King and Queen ſitting 
upon a Throne beneath a Curtain, hung between two 
Trees in the Manner of a Canopy, on either Side Shep- 
herds and Shepherdeſſes attending; with Amplnalus, 
Pyrocles, Muſidorus and Dametas, | 


| "If 
Now, let the Shepherd Dorus here declare 
How much he knows of this, 

| Musipoxus. | 

44s] My gracious Lord, 
Dametas, by your Majeſty's Command, 
Arm'd all the Shepherds, me among the reſt, 
To ſtop ſome bold Intruder's deſp'rate Courſe, 
Who travers'd o'er our Bounds. It was my Chance 
To meet him firſt; when, thro” the Influence 
Of your auſpicious Fortune, and a Senſe 
Of my own Duty, at our firſt Encounter 
I ſtruck his Weapon from his Hand, and then 
Led him a Captive to your royal Preſence, 
Not knowing then it was the Prince Amphjalus. 

KING. 95 
Stand forth, Amphialus, thou'ſt heard the Charge 
That's witneſs'd here againſt thee by theſe Shepherds, 
How, by a Law, we have declar'd it Death ' 
For any Man, without our Licence firſt 
Obtain'd, to come within this Foreſt's Verge ; ' 
And how, regardleſs of our ſovereign Will, 
Thou'ſt dar'd to violate that ſtrict Command: 
But, as thou wert led on by Ignorance - 
Of this new Law, enacted in thy Abſence 
And as thou art our Brother's Son, whoſe lov'd 
Idea ever lives within our Memory, 
As his fair Semblance till ſurvives in thee ; 
We freely do remit the Life thou ow'ſt us, 
And give thee Liberty to bleſs that Liſe, 

| 1 An- 


- 


26 PHILOCLE A: 
AMPHIALUS. 

Your royal Clemency is truly great: 

Yet ſtill I ſcarce can thank you for my Life ; 

For what is Life, when blotted with Diſgrace ? 

I am a Prince of the Arcadian Blood, 

And, in the Iron Harveſt of the F jeld, : 

Have reap'd ſome Glory to enrich my Birth. 

But here, inſtead of welcome Songs of Triumph, 

At my Return to greet my Victories, + 

I am attack'd by paltry peaſant Slaves, 

And, like a Criminal, am dragg'd before you : 

But there's an ancient, fundamental-Law, 

Since bold Lycaon's Days, in Force among us, 

That whoſoe er ſhall dare to lift his Hand 

Againſt a Prince deſcended from the Throne, 

Shall ſurelydie; and I do claim that Wretch, (Pointing te 

To fall a Victim to my injur'd Fame Muſid. 
PyrOCLES. 

To full a Victim !— fay'ſt thou? Crown him rather 

With every Honour that can grace his Virtue. 

If *twere a Crime, *twas done by your Command, 

And your Command repeals all former Laws. — 

Ungen' rous Man! haſt thou been bred a Soldier, 

Yer bluſheſt not t' avow ſuch mean Revenge? 

A Soldier would admire his Conqueror, 

For ſharing Merit greater than his own. 

AMPHIALUS. | 

Am I, my Lord, to bear this Inſolence ? 
PyROCLEs. ' 

Pardon, my gracious Sov'reign, hel Exceſs 

Of Zeal outrun Reſpect. For he's my Friend, 

And we've been bred together on the Plain. 

I cow'd not then ſtand tamely by to hear 

The Life I lov'd, thus 2 called away. 

ING. - 
No more — Shepherd, thou haſt done thy Duty; 
Aus ſtead of Puniſhment, ſhall meet Reward. 


W 12 
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W? appoint thee Servant to the Princeſs Pamela, 
And Go may'ſt reſt aſſur d of future Favours. 
 Mus1porvs. 


A Life of Gratitude ſhall thank hk Majeſty. 
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FTuxxsi1s. 
Lady Cecropia comes this Way, my Lord. 
And begs Admittance to your royal Preſence. 


KING. 
Conduct her hither; ſhe is truly welcome. 


Euter Conor I. 


Cecroria. 

Where is Amphialus, my much- lov'd Son ? 

O let me fly and claſp him to my Arms !--(Zmbraces him, 

Forgive, my Sov'reign, this Exceſs of Joy, 

This Overflowing of a Parent's Heart, 

At the firſt Sight of a long-abſent Child. 

/ King. _ 

Thy Tenderneſs, my Siſter, we approve; 

And we ourſelves rejoice no leſs than thou, 

That he's return'd in Safety to his Country, 

From all the Perils of a long Campain. 
AMPHIALUS. 

I'm much beholden for your royal Favours: 

And tho' I've been rejected in one Suit, 

Yet Þ'll prefer another to your Ear. 

Before I went abroad, I told your Majeſty 

The Love I bore the Lady Philoclea— 

I am unſkill'd in the ſoſt Arts of Love, 
Add all the tender Proceſs of Deſire; 

I cannot ſing, nor touch the wanton Lute, 

Nor in laſcivious Meaſures beat the Floor; 

Nor can I tawn and tell a flatt”ring Tals, 


n 
: 
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Or 


22 PHILOCLE A: 
Or e' er degrade myſelf, to kneel to Beauty: 
My Love diſdains ſuch light unmanly Toys, 
Fit only for the ſilken Sons of Peace ; 
For I was bred amidſt the Din of Arms, 
The Trumpet's Clangor and the rattling Drum. 
But, ſhe's your Daughter; all her Charms are yours; 
She's yours to give, from you I do demand her; 


You know my Worth, and who and what I am, 
Nor need I ſpeak it. — Will you grant my Suit 8 


. CECROPIA. 2 
And let me ſecond it, my gracious Lord: 
Your People's Voice, were you not too remote 73 
Jo hear their Murmurs, ſeconds his Deſire. Fi 
KING. 


You have already heard my final Anſwer ; 
Nor think, my Reſolution hangs ſo looſe 
As to be blown aſide with ev ry Breath. 


PyROCLES. 
Lie (till, my Heart, the Oracle befriends thee. (Aldi. 
QUEEN. 


My loving Lord, my Life, let me too join 

In their Reque, and win thee from thy Purpoſe. 
KING. 

Jam as fix d as Fate. You might as well 

Bid the Sun change his Courſe, turn back at Noon, 

And to the Eaſtward ſlope his evening Ray. — 

Nor think, my valiant Couſin, this Repulſe 

Meant to thy Dignity or Worth. For here 

] ſwear, by that tremendous Power, who ſhakes 

The Poles with Thunder, were there now on Earth 

A Prince that reign'd ſole Monarch of the Globe, 

Such Suit from him ſhou'd meet the like Repulſe. 


 PyROCLES. 
O cruel Comfort! that hath murder'd Hops, (Afide. 
KING. | 


But come— the Buſineſs of the Day is o'er ; 


Methinks, I reign in paſtoral Magnificence, 
| Like 


- 
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Like old King Saturn, in the Golden Age, 
My peaceful Guards with Sheep-hooks in their Hands, 
Ere yet Ambition forg'd the deadly Falchion, 
Or human Slaughter ſtain'd the Maiden Earth. 
Gynecia, you will make our Siſter welcome. 
Our Nephew muſt immediately depart, 
Nor, on the Hazard of his Life again, 
Preſume to tread this interdicted Ground. 2 
[Exeunt all but the Queen and Cecropia. 
| UEEN. 
You ſee how firm he's fix d im his Reſolve. 
CECROPIA. 
'Tiswond”rous ſtrange! But have you learn'd the Cauſe? 
QUEEN. 
No; there's s no Cauſe— tis but ſome iſh Humour, 
Th' Effect of Years, declining. into Dotage, 
In which, it were diſloyal to obey him. 
Will you concur with me, and Pl contrive 
To give up Philoclea to Amphialus, 
This very Day, and make her his for ever? 
CECROPIA. © | 
What can this ſudden Flow of Kindneſs mean? 
We can diſſemble too. (Aide. 
| My Royal Siſter, | 
You have been always gracious to our Houſe ; 
And I ſhall ever bleſs the Day, that rais'd 
Your peerleſs Virtues to th* Arcadian Throne. 
You are too condeſcending, thus to asg 
The poor Concurrence of your lowly Servant. 
Command, my Queen, Obedience ſhall be mine. 
QUEEN. 
Here i is a Plan, devis'd with deep Deſign, 
Which I had purpos'd ſending by Ampbialus, 
But your Arrival has prevented me. 
"Twas I that urg'd him to renew his Suit; 
And, judging rightly of the King's Intent, 
Beforchand 1 prepar'd this schem to ſend you. 


Purſue 


Succeſs ſhall wait S bold A 


24 PHILOCLEA: 
Purſue what I've concerted there; nor doubt, 


tempt. 
{Cecropia peruſes the Paper. 


CzcroOPlAa.- 
O tis a glorious "Thought ! beyond my Hopes 
How ſhall I thank you for this wond'rous Goodneſs ? 
Quk EW. 
ed to execute expreſs your Thanks. 

Go, ws and fend Inftrudtions to Amphialus, 
Which may o'ertake him, ere he reaches Home, 
That all things be prepar'd in time, to meet us, 

(Exit Cecropia, 


So, I hawe” now diſpos'd of Phileclea; 


Her e ſhall no more diſturb my Peace. (Exit, 
SCE NE, the Garden. 


PyaocLzs and Funck. 


 PyROCLES. 
You ſee to what a Strait I am reduc'd j-— 
For, I muſt hence, this very Night, before 
The curs'd appointed Hour. And, it you'll 
Conſent to ſhare my Fate, and with me fly 
This deſart Solitude, alas! I fear 
I ne'er ſhall ſee my Pbiloclea more. 

PuriLOCLEA. 

O talk not fo I cannot live without thee !— 
But, my ſweet Prince, wilt thou be faithful to me? 
Wilt thou, for ever, be as kind as now ? 
There's ſuch a lovely Terror in thy Looks, 
Such Strength and Soſtñeſs mingled in thy Frame, 
That my whole Sex, I'm ſure, will grow my Rivals. 
And, Oh! I fear ſome wond'rous Beauty's Charms 
May make thee to neglect thy Philedea, 
And then, I _ my Heart wou'd break with Grief. 


| PyROCLES. 
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| PyRocLEs. 
Give me thy Hand (Kneels) and thus I ſummon al 
The Pow'rs preſiding o'er connubial Rites. 
Hymen, thou God of ever-chaſte Deſire ! 
Bright Cytherea ! and thou God of Love! 
Celeſtial Graces! Heav*n-born Concord] hear; 
And thou, great Thunder-bearer Fove ] look down, 
Be thou the Witneſs of my holy Vow ! 
If ever, ev*n in Thought, my Heart ſhall ſtray 
From this ſweet Virgin's Love, then let your Bolts 
Strike this falſe Breaſt, and hurl my Soul to Hell. 


PHILOCLEA, 
And here, on my Part, I repeat the ſame; 
And, in the Preſence of the Gods, I ſwear, 
That, as my Pyrocles has been my firſt, 
So ſhall he be my laſt, my only Love. — (Riſes. 
Now i'll go with thee to the utmoſt Earth, 
To the bleak North, or to the Torrid Zone, 
O'er ſnowy Mountains, or o'er ſcorching Sands ; 
Where'er you go, it is the Land of Love, 
A Magic Spring ſhall bloom beneath our Feet. 
PYROCLES. 
Come, I will ſeat thee on the Throne of Bihoridon, 
Whence Alexander rul'd the ſubject Globe. 
My Joy] my Life! my Happineſs my Bride 
A brighter Queen than e' er ſhone there before, 
Tho' the fair Pride of Ala fill'd it once. 
PHILOCLEA. 
And thou ſhalt fit inthroned in my Heart, 
My Lord! my Prince! my Sovereign! my Love! 
Here ſhalt thou reign, with moſt Seip Sway, 


And ev'ry Paſſion, Appetite and Win 
Shall, as true Subjects, on thee for their King : 
Rebel Inconſtancy ſhall fly the State, 


While dender Link, wy faithful firm Ally, 
K * 


(Fhiloclea kneels, 


(Embraces him. 


Know, twas her Beauty that transform'd him ſo: 


Re 


265 _ PHILOCLE A: 
Shall guard the Bleſſings of thy peaceful Reign. 


PYROCLES. 

How poor a Kingdom's Macedon to thine ! 
Thy precious Heart is more than Worlds to me — 
But, ere we go, I have another Care, 
A Care, that's ſecond to my Love alone. 
I have a Friend, that's dearer than my Life ; 
One, whom J love, almoſt as well as thee, 
And, when thou know'ſt him, thou ſhalt love him too. 
"Tis 2 dorus, tis my valiant Kinſman, 9 
Bellona's fav'rite Son! the Prince of Theſſaly ! 
O he's a gallant and a godlike Youth ! 
A Soul compos'd of Majeſty.! Yet he, 
(Such 1s the Power of Beauty, and of Love) 
Now lurks, like me, beneath a Shepherd's s Weeds, 
And is that Dorus, who ſubdu'd Rs? ? 

_, _ PrILOCLBA. 
My Siſter almoſt did ſuſpect as much ; 
For, from his Dignity of Soul, and Port 
Sublime, ſhe thought he was no vulgar Being. 


PyROCLES. 


(We ſympathize in Love as all Things elſe) | 
And now, my Princeſs, I would have thee tell her, 
Ere we eſcape, his Quality and Name. 
7 PRI LOCKEA. 
Ill fly, the gladſome Meſſenger of Love, 
And pour the ſoft Infection to her Heart, - 
Tis Death to leave then 
-  Pyroctes. 
But we'll meet at Night, 


To part no more.—You,know the Hour and Place. 


PaiLOCLEA. 
It is an : Age ill then. of 
| PyRoOcLEs. 
O Philaclea ! 
Show'd you forget, a Moment may deſtroy us. Z 
= | HILO- 
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PHriLOCLEA. 
My Heart ſhall ceaſe to beat, my Netves to feel, 
And ev'ry Senſe grow careleſs of its Charge, 
When I forget to wiſh myſelf with thee, 
PyROCLES. 
Adieu, thou faireſt, kindeit alan y5t 
Till next we meet, I'm baniſh'd from myſelf. (Exeunt. 


SCENE, Darnetas's Zedge. 


 PaMELA ſola. 


It cannot be but he's of royal Lineage; 

For in his Looks there's Majeſty divine, * 
And all his Air is Dignity and Grace. / 
Yet O my Heart! indulge not the fond Thought) 
For if he ſhou'd not,. yet tis paſt a Doubt 
He is, he muſt, his 7 more than proves it. 
And then, this Picture too confirms the reſt. | 
"Tis ſurely he; his ſhadow'd Image in N 
The ſhining Mirror cannot be more true. 

Here, like himſelf, the Godlike Youth appears; 

A princely Robe flows loofely down his Back, © + 
And a bright Diadem adorns his Brow. 

I'll doubt no more; for, were he leſs than royal, 

He wou'd not dare aſpire to love a Princeſs. 


\ Enter Paz, 


So, Phebe, have you ſeen the Shepherd Derne, 
Since his Succeſs E ? 
| PHEBE. 
No, my good Lady; 
And I do wonder, if he loves me ſo 
As he pretends he does, how he can ſtay 
Away ſo long I wou'd not ſerve him ſo. 
'$ +188 Pa- 
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PAMELA. 
Poor ſimple Maid l 
How eaſy is thy Faith !---I muſt reſtrain: her, 
For her Heart keeps too quick a pace for mine. ( A/ide. 
_ Phebe, be ſure, when Dorus comes, you treat him 
With ſuch Reſerve as may become a gw 

PHrzBE. 

I am afraid I cannot; yet P11 try. 
But here he comes 0 my Heart joys to ſee him 


Euter Mous1DoRus. 


Mus1pokus. 
Moſt noble Pamela, the King my Mafter, 
For ſſome ſlight Service I have done to-day, 
Hath rais'd me, from a Shepherd of the Plain, 
To the exalted Station of your Servant; 
And I attend, to know your royal Pleaſure. 
PAMELA. 
We do accept thy Services ; and will 
Employ thee, as Occaſion ſhall require. 
Musipokus. 20 
My gracious Princeſs, pardon my Preſumption, 
But, once again, | muſt implore your Highneſs, 
That you will look with Pity on m ** 
— She may perhaps, 
Deſpiſe the. Lowlineſs of my Condition, 
For "tha J lately kept her Father's Sheep. 
But tell her, my fair Princeſs, Paris once, 
The Son of Priam, upon 1da's Top 
Kept Sheep like me: Nor, did the Nymph Oenone 
Diſdain ro hear the youthful Paſtor's Love. 
PaAuELA. 
Ay. but that Paris play'd the Nymph moſt falſe. 
Mvs100&us. 
In cv'ry thing Pm like him, but my Heart, - 
For I'm as conſtant in my Love as He&#or : 


Tell 


ve (Pam. ſtarts. 


_ - 2 o 
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Tell her beſides, that great Apollo once, 
Who rules the Golden Chariot of the Sun, 
Like me, aſſum'd a lowly Shepherd's Weeds, 
Diſguis'd like me, to keep Admetus Sheep: 
Tell her beſides, that, once upon a Time, 
A Prince of Theſſaly, calPd Mufidorus, 
Like me conceal'd him, as an humble Swain, 
To woo the brighteſt Princeſs of the Earth. 
| PAMELA. 
It muſt be ſo, and this is 'Mufidorus, 
Whoſe Name ſtill echoes from the Trumpof Fame. ( A/ide. 
And did he prove ſucceſsful in his Love? 
Mvs1Dorus. 
There, my bright Princeſs, there I'm at a Loſs 
I read his Story in an ample: Volume, 
That's call'd the Book of Life, and, at that Place, 
Old Time had thrown his Mantle o'er the Page. 
I to a Sybil once apply'd to know it, 
Who told me, *twas a Tale that bore a Charm in't. 
If thou wou'd'ſt know, ſays ſhe, that Prince's Fortunes; | 
Thou muſt go ſeek, wherever ſhe reſides, | | 
In what lone Region of the Earth ſhe dwells, ] 
The Daughter ot a King; whoſe Form excels 
Whatever yet appear'd ot human Beauty, | 
And whoſe great Soul outſhines her beauteous Form; | 
Learn it of her, for ſhe alone can tell. 
PAMELA. 

Men may prove falſe ; then, how ſhall Phebe be 
Aſſur'd, that what you have affirm'd is true? 

| Mrs1inorus. 
If, in the Guiſe of Truth, I've maſk'd Deceit, 
Then from your Preſence baniſh me for ever. 
To-day, bright Lady, walking o'er our ee 


— 


found this foreign Coin, — for ſo it ſeems, 

know not what it is, but humbly hope, 

Your Highneſs will accept it from your Servant. 
PAMELA, 


\ 


0 
\ 
4 
| 
} 
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| PAMELA. 
What's here, a Medal of a Prince? and the 
Inſcription, +— Mus1porus Px or TrEssALy | 
His Features too ! — Fhis cannot be Deceit. (Aldi. 
I thank thee, gentle Dorus, PH preſerve e 
This, with my other Coins; tis worth Regard. 


Enter Pailoclta. 


Welcome, my deareſt Siſter, to my Arms. 
How fares my fweet Companion and my Friend ? 
For, in that voluntary Tie, methinks, 
There's more than in the neceſſary Link 
Of Kindred, to connect our Souls. 
PHILOCLEA. : 
| My Siſter, 

Till you had lodg'd beneath another Roof, 
Till I had felt the tedious. Pangs of Abſence, 
And ſprightly Joy of meeting thee again, 
I knew not halt the Fondneſs of my Soul. 

| | Mus1porus. , 
O what a virtuous Pair of Friends! how bleſt, | 
To be the mutual Sharers of ſuch Love (Afide. 

PrILOCLEA. 


How fares it, gentle Dorus 
Pyrocles 


Expects you now, where you are wont to meet. 
Start not, I know you, but I am your Friend. — 
(Apart to Muſidorus. 
Siſter, I pray you to diſmifs your Servants, 
Pve ſomething to diſcloſe in ſecret to you. 
PAMELA. 
Phebe, and Dorus, we wou'd now be private. 


(Exeunt Phebe and Dorus. 


PhiLocLEA. 
My ever faithful Siſter, I am come 


To 
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To ſhare with thee the Rapture of my Soul. 
For O ! I'm bleſs'd above the utmoſt Reach 
Of wild Imagination to conceive. 
Yet I account this Happineſs imperfeRt, 
Till you, approving, render it complete. 
: PAMELA. Ws 
And ſometimes too a glimm'ring Flaſh of Hope, 
Like Lightning, ſhoots athwart my gloomy Thoughts. 
The Shepherd Dorus —— 
. PHILOCLEA. 2 5 
What of him, my Siſter? 
What new Diſcovery, ſince I ſaw you laſt? 


5 . . 
- 


PAMELA. * 
'Tis as I gueſs'd, and Dorus is a Prince; 
PRILOCLEA. 
I knew it well. | 
PaMELA. 
He is not, ſure, diſcover'd ! 
PriLOCLEA. 
No, do not fear; I had it all from Claius. 
PAMELA. . 
From Claius, ſay'ſt thou? How ſhou'd Clauis know? 
PHIiLOCLEA. 


You little think what Wonders I've to tell. - 
But huſh ! I hear a Noiſe. — | 


PAMELA. 
It is Dametas. 


Enter DAMETAS. 


DAaMETAS. | 
Bright Princeſſes, her Majeſty the Queen 
Hath ſent me to invite you to a Banquet, 
Which for Cecropia ſhe hath now prepar'd 
Under a rich Pavilion in the Foreſt. 


PAMELA. 


— — — — , W 
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Ot PAMELA, ted BS 
Anon we will attend her Majefly. (Exit Dametas, 
| | Reine ak 
Come then, my Siſter, as we go, I'll tell thee 
Somewhat of near Importance to us both. _ 
Perhaps, my Friend, we ſtill may both be happy. 
For me, the Meaſure of my Joy runs o'er, 
Doubly I'm bleſs'd, nor do 1 wiſh for more; 
Of Heav'n's ſublimeſt Raptures now ſecure, 
Friendſhip refin'd, and Love divinely pure. 


End of the Second ACT. 


ACT 
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ACT II. 


SCEN E, The Foreſt. 
Enter the Kino ſolus. 


5 H IS Solitude gives Contemplation Scope. 

I love the ſolemn Darkneſs of the Shade, 
Where awful Silence, undiſturbed, dwells, | 
Save, by the ſoft Muſicians of the Grove, _— 
Whoſe gentle Notes, with native Sweetneſs tun'd, | 
Create a pleaſing, languiſhing Delight. | 
'Tis Nature's ſelf that ſings, for here ſhe reigns, | 
And keeps her Court, in primitive Simplicity, | 
Majeſtically grand. A 2 in the Wildneſs | 
Of this eber d. this romantic Scene, 

There's ſuch a Dignity, as awes the Fancy, 

And ſhames the labour d Littleneſs of Art. 


— — 
— 


Enter DauET As and THYRSS. 


DaMETAs. 
O dire Misfortune all is loſt for ever 
Kin. 
What can this Outcry mean ? You, T7 byrſis, ſpeak. 
THyYRSIS. 

O my good Lord, 
Theſe Eyes beheld it all; but what cou'd I, 
A ſimple Swain, unarm'd, againſt ſuch Force? 
Yet what I could, I did, * Blood atteſts; 


R LK 
And ſcarce I *ſcap'd with Life. 
King. 

| Hence with Digreſſion, 
And tell me frrait the Cauſe of this Uproar. 
If thou but add'ſt one uſeleſs Word to thy 
Nerration, Slave, that Word ſhall be thy laſt. 

„ Turnsis. 
As with Feſtivity and ſocial Mirth, 
Her Grace the Queen, Cecropia, and the two 
Princeſſes ſat together at a Banquet, 
Cloſe by the aged Shelter of that Oak, | 
Where we are wont to pay our annual Vows 
To green Sylvanus ; there, while chearful Joy 


And laughin FEAR mi ms ring at the 5 
Forth from the 1 e of the Wood 


l 


ING. 
Our Daughters! ha! recal thy Words: our Daughters 
Toyrs1s. 

Too ſure, my Lord, 22 | 

ING, 

Slave, where wert thou ? 
Where were the $328! ? where was all the Foreſt ? 
Ol am loſt! the Oracle will now 
Be ſoon compleat ! Deſtruction comes upon me 
Here's Treaſon near ! And did you not oppoſe them ? 
Where then was Dorus? he ſhou*d guard them ſafe, 
It was his Duty. Here he might have ſhewn 
Elis ill-tim'd Courage. 

| DAMETASs. 

_ He's a faithleſs wala 
He the was abſent z and, too much I fear, 
He knew it all, For, as I met him now, | 
And told him the ſad News, Guilt in his Looks 
- Grew viſible: ke trembled and turn'd pale, 


Then 
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Then bluſh'd again, and, ſpeechleſs, ſtood confobide® 
But, when he had recover'd the Surprize, 


In which his ſelf-accuſing Guilt had thrown him, 
He made me no Reply, bur ftrait turn'd off, 
And, with the Swiftneſs of a Mountain Noe, : 
| Leap'd oer the Pale, and fled tow'rds Mantinea. 
Kins. 

Purſue him ſtrait, and let it be proclaim'd, 
Whoever brings me in the Traitor's Head, 
Shall have it's tenfold Weight in pureſt Gold. 
O my poor Children! Fly to Mantinea, + 
Alarm our Viceroy Philanax, and bid him, 
With Expedition arm our Kingdom's Force. 

Fly, Thyrfis, fly, proclaim it as you go; 
Arm all our Subjects, and purſue the io 
Our Life depends upon 'r. (Exit Thyrſis. 


Enter the Qu Ex. 


This was your doings. 
UEEN, 
Mine, my good Lord] Who is't that cares accuſe me? 
Kincy © 
Yes, *twas your Feaſting forth — I never lite d it : 
I knew *rwou'd come to this. Who were the Traitors” 


Who ſet them on ? where have they ta en my Children? 
What is their Purpoſe? 


QUEEN, 
Baſe Ingratitude ! 


We are abug'd, by thoſe whom moſt we lov'd. 
It was Amphialus, it was Cecropia, | 
*Twas they contriv'd it, that you might conſent 
To Philoclea's Nuptials, gainſt all F ach. 
They forc'd both her and Pamela away. 

Kaine. 
And was there no one to oppoſe the Traitors? 
Did they go tamely off? O Shame! O Shame! 

F dy QurEN. 


— 
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| UEEN, | 
No; for young Claius from a Soldier's Hand 
A Faulchion ſnatch'd ; and, leaping *midſt the Foe, 
Perform'd ſuch Wonders, as ſurpaſs Belief. 
Long time he fought with Courage more than human, 
Till ſlaughter'd Heaps had form'd a Bulwark round him. 
At length, encompaſs'd by a Croud of Foes, 
From all Sides they pour'd in, at once, upon him, 
Clog'd ev*'ry Blow, and made him then their Captive. 
But then, good Gods! when he was bound in Chains, 
What Indignation darted from his Eye! | 
And Rage and Madneſs echoed from his Tongue ! | 
Him too they carried off; perhaps, to make 
His Life th' Attonement for his loyal Faith. 

| King. 
We will purſue them. O I burn with Rage ! 
Quick-winged Vengeance ſoon ſhall make them feel 
The dreadtul Terrors of offended Majeſty. [Exeunt. 
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SCEN E changes 10 AurniAlus's Caſtle. 


Aurmalus, Officers and Attendants. 


AMPHIALUS. 

*Twas bravely done Now Philoclea's Charms 

Shall crown my Love.—Let all things be prepar'd 

As for a Siege. The Caſtle's Strength and our 

Courage will entertain them for a Month, 

At leaſt til] all our Friends are up in Arms. 

Beſides, the King's late Uſage of his Daughters 

Has ſo eſtrang'd his Subjects Liegance from him, 
That half the Kingdom will take part with us. 

And let our Manifeſto ſtrait declare, 

Our only Purpoſe is, to free our Couſins | 

From an inhuman Exile. This will make 

Juſtice appear, at leaſt, to fight for us, 

And in her Train the People ſoon will follow 

They'll follow any Phantom dreſs'd like her. - 

| | | er 


A TRAGEDY. 


Enter Cecropia. 


CECROPIA. 
Hail to my Son! now thou'rt my Son indeed ! 
To-day I've giv'n thee ſecond Birth, a Birth 
To Greatneſs and to Empire; and I now 
Will venture to ſalute thee by the Name 
Of King, my Son, for ſo thou'lt ſhortly be. 
Methinks I ſee the glorious Circle blaze 
With regal Luſtre on thy martial Brow. 
Ambition's Eye is dazzled with its Beams ! —— 
Both Pamela and Philoclea now 
Are in our Power. One of them you wed, 
And, with her, wed the Kingdom of Arcadia; 
And, for the other, —— I ſhall ſoon provide. 
What! does not this look well! why pauſe you ſo ? 
Why are you not tranſported at the Thought ? 

Fo AMPHIALUS. 

I fear the World will think this Deed amiſs. 

CECROPiA. | 
Are not the Thrones of Kings above the reach 
Of vulgar Cenſure, or of vulgar Fame ? 
Let groveling Souls, Souls form'd but to obey, 
Start at the Sound of Ræputation's Voice; 
Let Children tremble at its frightful Roar 
We know ' tis nought but incorporeal Air. 


Enter an OFFICER. 


| OFFICER, 

My Lord, the Princeſſes are now arriv'd, 

and wait to be conducted to your Preſence ; 

And with them we have brought a hardy Swain, 
Who, fingly, for a Time oppos'd us all, 
And flew a Number of our Friends; for which 
11 enraged Soldiery expect Revenge. 

| Enter 


y wy 


| 
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Enter PAMELA and PHILOCLEA guarded; PyRoctrs jy 
Chains; EvGEnia and Attendants. 


PyRocLEs. (As he enters.) 

Come, lead me to your Prince, he'll bluſh to own it, 
Sir, they traduce you here. Theſe Villains ſay, (20 Amy, 
By your Command, againſt the ſacred Laws 
Of Hoſpitality, we were ſurpriz'd, 
Treated like Slaves, and loaded thus with Chains. 
(Tl not believe them, *tis beneath a Soldier) 

Firſt bid them ſet us free, then puniſh them. 
Some few my Hand chaſtis'd. Had they not come, 
By treach'rous Stealth upon me, by Surprize, 

I cou'd have lain a Phalanx of ſuch Foes. ' 
| | AMPHIALUS _ 

Ha! what art thou that dar*ſt with Inſolence 

So rude, to lift thy Voice when I am by? 
Doſt thou not know me, that Pm Sov'reign here? 
I recolle& thee now. Hence with the Slave, 
And in a Dungeon let him ſhake his Chains, 
Till I am more at Leiſure, to dewiſe 
A Puniſhment for his audacious Crimes. 

| PyROCLES. 
And yet I ſhou'd have thought ſo ! how cou'd I 
Suſpect that Nobleneſs poſſeſt his Heart, 
Whoſe Baſeneſs I had ſeen to-day ! O that 
My Hands were free, to ſtrike him to the Earth ? 
They ſay the Brute hath Courage.— If thou art 
A Man, I challenge thee to ſingle Combat, 
Where, if I fall. be Philoclea thine. — — 
Truſt to the Fortune of your Servant's Arm; 
Conſent to wed him, if he conquers me. 
Speak, I defy thee, baſe ungen'rous Man 
Thou foul Diſgrace of ev'ry martial Glory | 
AMPHIALUS, 


What, doſt thou hurl Defiance in my Face 


Then 


nen 
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Then will I end thy Inſolence at once. 
(Going to draw bis Sword. 


gut hold I will not Kill thee now; for that 


Were but Impunity, compar'd to what 
Our cooler YVengrance ſhall inflict hereafter, 
PyROCLES. 
Thou ſhall repent of this ! — Inhuman Monſter ! 
I'll make thee rue it. Yes, this ſhackled Arm 
Shall, one Day, burſt theſe ignominious Borids, 
And level to the Earth thy Pride- ſwoln Creſt. 
AuphlAlus. 
Hence, to his Dungeon, drag him from my Sight. 
ROcLEs. | 
Nay then, you ſhall not. All your Tyrant Force 
Combin'd againſt me, ſhall not tear me hence; 3 
If I muſt die, here kill me in their Sight: 
Rip out the Coward Heart that ſaw denn! injur'd, 
And impotently fail'd in their Defence. 
You ſhall not, Ruffians. Tear me Limb from Limb 
O Philoclea . _ (Pyrocles i is forc'd off. 
Cxcropra, 
Come, my beauteous Couſins, 
Let not vain Sorrow cloud theſe ſparkling Eyes. 
PAMELA. 
Hence, Monſter, hence! thou Scandal to Humanity 5 
hate myſelf for being of thy Species 
Shew me my Dung The that is all I aſk ; ; 
| ſcorn thy Friendſhip, and defy thy Hatred. 
\ CEcRoPla. 
Then be it ſo; ſince © you reject, with Pride, 
Our proffer'd Kindneſs, lead her to her Chamber, 
Where none ſhall ſee her without ſpecial Leave. 
PritocLEa. . 
Upon my Knees I beg you will not part us. 
PAMELA, 
For ſhame, m my Siſter ; rather think to Move 


Tis 
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The faithleſs Crocodile to real Pity. 
AMPHIALUS. 
Riſe, lovely Princeſs, you ſhalt be my Queen, 
And all Things here ſhall move by thy Command. 
PHrrLOCLEA. 
I aſk not for my Freedom, that were vain, 
I only aſk to make my Bondage eaſy. 


AMPHIALUS, 
Call it not Bondage. | 
ONE Prock EA. 
8 Let me then enjoy 
The g of my Siſter's ſweet Society, 
That mutual Se may beguile our Griefs. 


AMPHIALUS, 
It ſhall be ſo. 


Cretbela. (Apart to Amphialus. 

You know nor what you promiſe. 
It cannot be; they muſt be kept apart. —— 
Some little Time, my Couſin, tis expedient 
That you ſhou'd lodge aſunder; but, anon, 
You ſhall find all Things ſuited to your Wiſhes, 

PHILOCLEA. 
I muſt ſubmit I will be very patient. 
Yet grant me one Requeſt—it is not much. 
O ſpare the Life of that unhappy Youth, _. 
For my ſake ſpare him !—nay, deal gently with him. 
His only Crime was Loyalty to us; 
And 1 ſhould never taſte of Comfort more, 
Were he ſuffer any Harm for me. 
- AMPHIALUS. - 
Since you requeſt it, then he muſt be pardon'd. 
Cxcropta. % 

Conduct them to their ſeveral Apartments; 
That done, attend me here again with Speed. 
Away (To Eugenia. 


| n 


Now, now, my Siſter, ſummon all 
Your 


Na. 


And ſee all things diſpos'd for our Defence; 
| G 


J - A 
Thy Fortitude ; if poſſible, be mare | 
Than Woman; nor let Art or Force prevail 
To ſhake the virtuous Purpoſe of thy Soul, 


PHr1iLOCLEA, 


I can but die, and that Pl! freely do. 


(Philoclea and Pamela are led off different ways. 
Manent AMPHIALUS and CECROPIA, 
| AMPHIALUS. 
I'm much afraid this Treatment may beget 
A fix'd Diſlike in Philoclea tow'rds me. 
CEcroPIA, 
Theſe are but Maiden Wiles, I know them well, 
Think you ſhe is not glad to be releas'd, 
From pining Solitude, to be thy Bride ? 
Leave me to manage her. But, at the worſt, 
Force may ſupply the Place of her Conſent. 
. . _. AMPHIALUS, | 
I cannot think of that. 
| 8 CEcROPIA, 
| You kno not Woman! 
Conſider too, we are advanc'd ſo far, 
Here is no room for Delicacy now. 
There's no receding ; we mult boldly on, 
Nor flop at Ceremony, Were there no 
Means elſe to fix the Crown upon thy Head, 
Their Death ſhould put thy Title out of doubt, 
As being next of Kindred to the Throne. 
This is reſolv'd, thou ſhalt be King, my Son 
That Point we'll climb to, but by what degrees, 
Whether by Death or Marriage, till remains 
To be determin'd, . Both are in our Choice, 
|  AMPHIALUS. 

Talk not of Death, twou'd ruin all my Hopes. 
Fd wiſh to have my own Pretenſions ſtrengthen'd 
By this Alliance. It will pleaſe the People —- 
I muſt go viſit now my Caſtle's Strength, 


For 


* 
— 
—_ —_—_ 
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For ev'ry Minute we expect the Foe. (Exit Amph. 
| | CegcroPla /0la. 
If Philoclea ſhow'd prove obſtinate, 
We'll try the other ; haply ſhe may wed him. 
it She ſeems enrag'd we have not fix d on her. 
| If ſhe conſent, then Pbiloclea dies. 
1 If both refuſe, and neither can be won, 
| Then both their Deaths already are reſolv'd. 
| Amphialus is Pity's milky Fool, 
| And cannot think to kill them, cauſe they're Women. 
| He ſuck'd not in ſuch Softnefs from my Breaſt — 
| No matter ] can ſpare his fearful Aid, 
Nor ſhall he know till I have done the Deed, 


Enter EuoꝝN 14. 


EvGENIA, 
Madam, the Princeſſes are now diſpos'd 
As you commanded. _ 
CxcRoriA. 
It is well. But how 
Brook they Confinement ? What ſays Philoclea ? 
EuGENIA. 

At firſt ſhe melted into Tears; but ſoon 

Summon'd unuſual Spirit in her Looks: 

Then haſty falling on her Knees, ſhe rais'd 
Her Eyes to Heav'n, and, with determin'd Voice, 

Hear me, juſt Gods! ſhe cried; if &er my Heart 

Be forc'd or won to yield to their Deſires, 

Then level all your Thunders at my Head. 

CEcROPIA. 

She too Id reſolute! but ſoon I'll ſhake 

The ſtubborn Purpoſe of her wilful Heart. 

Go tell her inſtantly, *tis my Reſolve, 

(Ti be as ſhort as ſhe) if, ere the Sun 

Sink to the Weſt, ſhe will not wed Ampbialus, 

She ne'er ſhall ſee him riſe, — P11 not be fool'd. 


By 
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By Heav'n ſhe dies.--Go,--tell her this from me. (Exit. 
| — Evcrnia ſola. 3 

Too well I know, thy Cruelty will a& 

+ Whate'er thy Int'reſt or Ambition prompts ; 

For long ſinee Murders are familiar to thee. 

Alas, poor Lady! I lament her Fate! (Exit. 


The SCENE changes to a Camp without the Caſtle. 
PriLanax and the Kino. 


. PrmrLanax. 
I wiſh, my Lord, Pd known of this before, 
Had you told me, you had no other Cauſe 
For your Retirement than ſuch an Oracle, 
Ere this I wou'd have taught you to deſpiſe it. 
Conſider, Sir, how groundleſs are your Fears 
Either th* Event's irrevocably fix'd, 
Or not; if fix'd, it is in vain t' oppoſe it 
If not, Precaution's idly thrown away. 
KING. * 
But tho? the deſtinꝰd Stroke muſt ſurely: fall, 
Prudence awhile may ſtop the Hand of Tate, 
HILANAX. 
If there be ſuch a Power as Fate, that hath 
Foredoom'd for Man the Actions of his Life, 
It is as reaſonable to think, that Power 
Hath fix'd the Time, as Manner of our Actions. 
But much I doubt of both. For, why ſhou'd Heav'n 
Have ſent us Reaſon, as a ſkilful Pilot, 
But that he might, by Wiſdom's Star, direct 
This our frail Bark through all the Rocks and Shelves 
That threaten Shipwreck in the Sea of Life? NT 
But, if Neceſſity commands the Helm, 
He ſteers us down th' impetuous Tide of Fate; 
And, like th' Egyptian Peaſant in his Skiff, 
Who ſhoots the headlong Cataracts of Nile, 1 
Ss © an 
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| Can neither ſtop nor turn aſide our Courſe. 
| | Reaſon mult then fit idly looking on, 
i Or, like a pale and frighted Paſlenger, 
| Only diſtract by giving vain Advice. 
| | e 
| My Philanax, thou ſpeak'ſt with Wiſdom's Tongue, 
And heav*nly Truth fits Guardian of thy Lips. 
To thy juſt Guidance I reſign my Will; 
Say, whither wou'd'ſt thou lead? — I'll follow thee. 
PRHILANAx. 
You find there is a viſible Neceſſity 
That you conſent to let your Daughter wed 
Amphialus. That only can prevent 
Th' uncertain Chances of a civil War. 
We're here encamp'd before his Caſtle Walls, 
With ſuch a Force as never can reduce it. 
Beſides, the People flock from ev'ry Quarter 
To join his Standard. So there now remains 
But this one Way, to ſave the fad Calamities 
That muſt enſue, if you perſiſt in War. 
, 0 KING. 
It ſhall be ſo. I do conſent ſhe wed him. 
And I will ſend thee my Ambaſſador _ 
With the Propoſal ; but, on theſe Conditions, 
That he reſtore my Daughter Pamela. | 
If he accepts theſe Terms, full half my Kingdom 
Shall be her Dower. | 
PHILANAX. 


"Tis already done; 
And Peace, already, ſmiles upon the Land. 


| Enter an Orticts. 


PETIT  OrrIicis, 
My Lord, a Gentleman is juſt arriv'd, 
Who calls himſelf Ambaſſador from Theſſaly, 
And begs your Majeſty wou'd give him e, 
| ING. 
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Kins. 1 
What can his Errand be? - -Give him Admittance. 


| Enter Mvus1Dogus. 


Moustponus. TOs 
Much injur'd Monarch, I am come with Greeting 
From Mufidorus, who was late the Prince, 
But, by his Father's ſudden Death, is now 
The King of Theſſaly. Diſguis'd he travell'd, 
As a young Nobleman, to ſee the Courts 
And various Manners of the States of Greece 
And was at Mantinea, when he heard 
Th' inhoſpitable Wrong contriv'd againſt you. 
If you have ever heard of , | 
You then have heard, his Sword hath oft been drawn 
To reſcue Virtue from Oppreſſion's Hand ; 
He hath proclaim'd eternal War with Tyrants, 
With all who violate the Faith of Nations 
And, to his Friendſhip *tis ſufficient Claim, 
To be at once but virtuous and diſtreſs'd. 
For this, illuſtrious Monarch, I'm diſpatch d. 
To offer you his Kingdom's Strength to ſerve you : 
A well-train'd Force of fifty thou Men, 
All choſen Veterans, long fleſh'd in War, 
Whom oft he led, thro' Fields of Death, to Conqueſt, 
Now wait his Orders, and himſelf ſhall head them. 
Ten Days, at moſt, will march them to theſe Walls, 
Where, at thy Nod, he'll level to the Earth 
Theſe tow'ring Ramparts, and avenge thy Wrongs. 
| | Kins. a 
Bleſt be the godlike Youth that ſent thee hither. 
This unexpected Succour from a Prince, 
With whom we've neither Friendſhip or Alliance, 
Comes like an Aid immediate from the Gods. 
With Gratitnde, we thank thy royal Maſter. 
We were about to parly with theſe Traitors, 1 
N ut 
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But thy Arri 2. fills us with new Hopes. 

I will not, Philanax, cotiſent my Daughter, 

My much-lov'd Daughter, e'er ſhou'd wed a Traitor. 
PRIEANAxX. 

My Lord, when I advis'd you to conſent 

To his Deſires, Neceſſity eempelFd it. | 

But fince the Gods, who {till take charge of Virtue, 

Have ſent you ſuch an unexpected Force, 

"Tis fit we follow where they ſeem to lead; 

And, as they've put a Scourge into our Hands, 

With bloody Stripes Rebellion ſhou'd be mark d 

It is my Counſel then you grant no Terms, 

But that you wait till A/idoyns come, 

If we for certain may depend upon him. 

| Mustpokus. TVS: 

I will, great Sir, be Hoſtage for his Faith; 

For, at the inſtant that he heard your Wrongs, 

He ſent Difpatches into Thea, 

With Orders that his Troops ſhould ſtrait proceed, 

With th* utmoſt Expedition, on their March, 

To join your Forces. In the mean time, Sir, 

Permit me to inliſt a Volunteer 

Beneath your royal Banner. Nor am I 

A Novice quite in the dread Trade of War. 

Oft have I fought where Mufidorus conquer'd ; 

In all his Dangers I have ſtill been with him, 

And I've been ſtill a Partner of his Councils. 

Whatever then our Head, our Hand, our Heart 

Cou'd &er deviſe, cou'd execute, cou'd prompt, 

With added Vigor we'll exert to ſerve you. | 

Ks. 

Such noble Gallantry appears in all 1 2 | 

Thy Words and Thoughts, as ſpeaks thee a fit Miniſter 

For ſuch a Godlike Prince as Mu/iderus. | 

Thy Services we thankfully accept. —— 

Come, Philanax, we'll thro' the Gunp together, 

And rouſe a martial Spirit in the Troops. 


There 
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There was a Time,—nor is it quite elaps'd, 
When with this ſingle Arm I cou'd have met 
The - Rebel — the deſpꝰrate Plain. | 
King and Philanax. 


Mus1porus ſolus. 


I've heard old bearded Sages, in the Schools, 
Say, Love enervated the human Heart. 
'Tis falſe, they ſpeak of what theyanever felt. 
Ere now I've — Glory for my Miſtreſs; 
Trampling o er Death,  've woo'd her in the Field. 
Oft in the deſp' rate Breach ſhe ſmil'd upon me, 
Fillin ng my Soul with Ardors more than human. 
But this is Cowardice, compar'd to that 
Enthuſiaſtic Greatneſs Love inſpires. 
My former Deeds, all I've atchiev'd in Fame, 
Fade into nothing, when I think of what 
Illuſtrious Wonders I cou'd now Fs 
Led on by Beauty, and inflam'd r 
True virtuous Love exalts the gen 98 Mind, 
As by the Fire the precious Ore's refin'd. (Exit. 
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ACT nv. 


SCE N E,, a Dungeon. 


PyRrocLEs ſolus. 


AS'T not to-night I thought I ſhou'd be happy, 
Poſſeſs'd of ev'ry Wiſh, of all that's dear, 

Pofleſs'd of Philoclea? ſweeteſt Name, 
That ſounds like Muſic to my raviſh'd Ear! 
How the Remembrance of her fond Endearments 
Clings round my Heart, and tells me what I am, 
A Captive Slave, ſecluded from her Sight ! 
How fall'n, alas! from the dear, happy State, 
When my Heart fed on her ambroſial Smiles, 
And her ſweet Talk made wrinkled Time look gay! - 
Shall I, kind Gods! be e'er ſo bleſs'd again? 


Enter EUGENITA, 


Who's there? —— O!] bring'ſt thou News of Philoclea? 
Thou'ſt ſome ſoft Meſſage, ſure, if come from her; 
Let my Eyes feaſt upon it — 
EuGENIA. 
Gentle Youth, 
Alas! my Meſſage is a Tale of Sorrow ! 
PyRocLEs. 
O my foreboding Heart! O tell it quickly! 
It cannot equal what my Fears ſuggeſt. 


Er- 
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EodENIA. | 
Your Fears can't paint worſe Horrors rhan the Truth. 
But think not l'm the Miniſter of Cruelty; 
Tho here I wait upon Cecropia's Will, 
For all the Treaſure that the Earth contains, 
I'd not adopt a Thought of her's for mine. 
J have a Heart that's form'd of tender Mould, 
That weeps with Pity while I'm forc'd to tell, 
Already Pamela is doom'd to die. 
PYROCLES. 
Thou ſaid'ſt not ſo ! recal the dreadful Word. 
EuckENIA. 
Oh! that her Fate depended on my Word, 
Then wou'd [ call her back to Life; but now 
The Scaffold is preparing in the Court, 
Where they have ſentenc'd her this Hour to die. 
And, if the Gods do not avert the Blow, | 
Poor Philoclea too mult ſhare her Fate. 
PyROCLES. 
O thou haſt kill'd me with the very Sound! 
Cou'd'ſt thou bur ſet me free and then procure 
Me but a Sword, I wou'd releaſe them both. — 
There's not a Soul within theſe Walls ſhou'd live, 
I'd ſlay them all, or periſh in th Attempt. 
EuOENIA. 


Wou'd I cou'd ſet thee free with all my Soul. — 


Enter Cxcropia, with a Letter in her Hand, followed 
by @ Guard. 


CECROPIA.. 
Here, ſeize the Traitreſs. 
EUGENIA. 


What is't I have done! 
Indeed, I'm innocent. 


CECROPIA. 
You know your Duty, Sir; (To the Officer. 
H You've 
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You've my Commands already how to act. 
| (Exit Eugenia guarded, 
PyRoCLrs. 

In Form thou ſeem*ſt compos'd of human Mould, - 
Thou ſhow'd'ſt be Woman--whence,this brutal Cruelty E: 
CECROPIA. 

This Cruelty ! this Juſtice, Sir ; for here 
From the Queen's Hand (why ſtart you at that Name?) 
I have Intelligence of what thou art, 
And ſhe demands thee back, as the chief Cauſe 
Of all theſe civil Broils. I know you, Sir, 
And know the ſecret Spring that moves thy Soul; 
Know *tis for Philoclea thou'rt diſguis'd. 
For this the young Deceiver begg'd thy Life—— 
But I have fix'd her Doom. 
PyROCLES. 
Ha! fix'd her Doom 
Crcropra. 
Yes, if you ſave her not. 
PyROCLES. 
: O! tell me how 
I cou'd ſurmount Impoſſibilities 
| To fave my Philoclea. 
CEcRoPrA. 
Her Life now 
Dex 80 on the Perſuaſion of thy Tongue. 
Aleaty have tried all means to move her, 
But ſhe's molt obſtinately bent on Death. 
PyROCLEs. 
Still 'm diſtracted ! whom muſt I perſuade? 
For, with the melting Eloquenee of Love 
I'd ſoften Flint in Pbhiloclea's Cauſe. 
CECROPIA. 
She hath this ſhort Alternative to chuſe. 
If ſhe will wed Amphialus, my Son. —— 
 PyROCLES. 
Ha ! wed Ampbialus / 


CFrGROPIA, 
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CECROPIA. 
Then fhall ſhe live and reign, a glorious Queen---. 
If ſhe continues to refuſe, ſhe dies. 
No more.---[{t then thy Influence can prevail 
Upon her to be wiſe and live, thou now 
Mayſt pay her back the Debt of Life thou ow'ſt her, 
And prove her Safety no leſs dear to thee 
Than ſhe accounted thine. 
PyRocrxs. 
My Heart is rent in twain !---Oh ! racking Miſery 
Thou can'ſt not mean it. 
CxcroPia. 
Ves; by th' infernal Deities I ſwear, 
There's not a Pow'r in Heav*n, or Force in Hell, 
Shall ſhake the ſtedfaſt Purpoſe of my Soul. 
PyROCLES. 
Allow n me but ſome little Space of Time. — 
CEcRroPIA. 
No, not an Hour. If thou regard'ſt her Life, 
Within this halt Hour let me know her Anſwer. 
Let it be ſhort; be only, Yes, or No: 
If ſhe conſent, the Prieſt is at the Altar ; 3 
If not. the Executioner is ready; 
Within this Hour ſhe marries or ſhe dies. 
PYROCLES. 
She muſt not die; and, tho? *tis worſe to me 
Than Death and all the Torments of the Damn'd, 
To think of parting with her,---ſhe ſhall live. 
Tho? not for me---I cannot ſee her bleed. 
O lead me to her.---Fate ſhall be obey'd. 
Tis mine to die, ſince one of us muſt fall 
CEcROPIA. 
Then I'll conduct you to her---follow me. 
_ PyroOCLES. 
I muſt, I will prevail---ſhe ſhall not die. Exeunt. 


- 3s Bn SCENE, 
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SCEN E, PauiLocLea's Apartment. 


Pr1LoCLEA diſcovered fitting in a melancholy Poſture. 


Why was I horn the Daughter of a King ? 

I might be bleſs'd in ſome more humble State. 

And yet I once did think I ſhould be happy ; 

But let me ne'er _—_— that Word again. 

Adieu to Happineſs ! adieu to Hope | 

Adieu to Love! O Pyracles . adieu! 

Thou deareſt Vouth, T ne'er again ſhall hear 

Thy Heart's ſoft. Language, or behold thy Eyes 

Flaw with moiſt Rapture while they gaze on mine 

O never! never! ſhall I ſee thee more 

Yet I have been by hoary Sages taught, 

That there's another Life comes after this; 

Where the fond Shades of hapleſs Lovers ſtray 

Through flow'ry Meadows and immortal Groves; 

There I may meet my Pyrocles again. 

There's Comfort in that Thought! (Kneels. 
Father of Gods 

And Men ! | Thou moſt Supreme ! Prime Cauſe of all! 

By whatſoever Names thou art ador'd, 

Look down with Pity on a poor, poor Maid, 

Whoſe Load of Sorrow is too great to bear : 

But, when the Meaſure of my Griets is full, 

And thy Deſigns myſterious are compleat, 

O let my Spirit find ſome Land of Reſt! 

Some peaceful Manſion in the Realms of Death! 


Enter CEcroPla and PyROCLES. 


PyROCLES. 


Sweet Soul, ſhe holds high Converſe with the Gods ! 
I pray you leave us. 


 CEcROPIA. 
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Cgcropla  * 
Well, you know the Time; 
And think her Life depends on your Succeſs, 
'  (Philoclea continues on her Knees.) (Exit Cecropia. 
|  PriLocLEA. 
But, whatſoever you decree for me, 
O bleſs my Pyrocles with happy Days ! 
Let him not pine with Griet when I am gone; 
Tho* he may ſometimes think that once I lov'd him, 
Lov'd him, ye Gods! how much above my Life! 
| PyROCLES. 
O Heav'ns! muſt I hear this, and muſt I loſe her l- 
Celeſtial Votreſs, this way turn thy Eyes, 
See what a Wretch ſtands here. — 
(Philo. tarts from her Knees aud runs with Rapture to bim. 
PHILOCLEA. 
Hah ! Pyractes | ſ 

My Prayers are heard! and Heav'n hath ſent him to me! 
O my Heart's Love, my Lite, my Joy, my Soul, 
And do I hold thee in theſe Arms again | 
I thought, indeed, I ne'er ſhould fee thee more: 
But now, I thank ye, Gods, for this laſt Bleſſing 
I now am happy, and ſhall die contented !--- 
Why wilt thou turn away ? doſt thou not joy 
To lee me, Love! ? 


883 
I do indeed, but oh ! 
] cannot ſpeak ! 


Pane 
Then look with Pleaſure on me. 
| PYRUCLES. 
O! I cou'd look until my Eye-balls burſt !-.- 
But *tis in vain—l've now no uſe of Eyes, 
But as they ſerve to weep !---O Philoclea | 
PHILOCLEA. 
O weep not ſo ; what are the worſt of IIIs 
Fo Souls thus link'd by Sympathy like ours? 


Our 


Ha PHILOCLEA: 
Our Happineſs is center'd in ourſelves, 
Beyond the Reach of any outward Force. 
Tho' Heav'n ſhould pour down Sorrows on my Head, 
'Tho? I were lock d for ever from thy Sight; 
Yet when I think thy Love is ſtill the ſame, 
Bleſs'd in that Thought, I ſhould forget my Griefs. 
PyROCLES. EY 
O ſo ſhou'd I, had not too cruel Fate 
Decreed that thou muſt change. 
PHILOCLEA. 
| O never! never! 
Nor Chains, nor Whips, nor Dungeons, no nor Death 
Itſelf, can alter my Affections for thee. 
I've plac'd thee in my Heart, and they ſhall dig 
Deep to the Center, that wou'd pluck thee thence. 
| | PyROCLES. 
O Torture! but thou muſt now forget me — 
Forget that ever Pyrocles had Being, 
And thou may'ſt ſtill be bleſs'd. — Pm fo unhappy, 
That, but to think of me, will make thee wretched. 
PHILOCLEA. 
What means my Love ? 
PyYROCLES. 
It ever you eſteem'd L 
Your Pyrocles, deſerving of your Love, 
Give me one Proof, one great convincing Proof; 
With moſt deliberate Awe, you now muſt promiſe, 
Nay, you muſt ſwear, to grant me one Requeſt, — 
Do not refuſe me. —— This will be my laſt. 
PHILOCLEA. 
Is there in Philoclea's Power to grant 
A Boon, that Pyrocles may not command? 
Speak, ſpeak thy Wiſh, 1 have no Will bu: thine. 
Whate'er it is, I ſwear, by Heav'n, to grant it. 
| PyYROCLES. 
That thou wilt live. 
Pui- 
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PaILOCLEA. 

| I will not kill myſelf. 
PyROCLES. | 
Perhaps thou know'ſt not, that this very Hour 
Is doom'd to be thy laſt. 2 

| PHILOCLEA. 
I did not think 
That Death was quite ſo near. But let it come; 
I ne'er ſhall die with more Content than now. 
I feel a Kind of melancholy Joy, 
To think, my Pyrocles, I die for thee. 
|  PyROCLES. | 
To fave thy Life ftill there is one Way left. 
Since Fate will have it that I muſt be wretc 
Link not thy Fortunes to my ſinking Hopes; 
Let me be drown'd alone in Miſery. | 
Conſent to wed Amphialus, and live; 
Strive to be happy. I'll deſpair and die. 
PHILOCLEA. 
never thought that thou cou'd'ſt uſe me thus. 
t is ungenerous ; tis moſt unkind ; | 
Thou'ſt ſtung me to the Heart. Now, now I ſee, 
Thou never lov*d'ſt me, or thou cou'd'ſt not thus 
Tamely reſign me to another's Arms. 
Now let me die, indeed : Since Pyrocles 
ls falſe, I wou'd not, nay I will not live. 
O to be thus caſt off by him I lov'd ! 
To whom I gave my very Soul away | 
But I deſerve it, and am juſtly puniſh'd. 
Here, here let me repent me of my Folly ! 
(Falls upon the Ground. 

Here let me rave, deſpair, run mad, and die — 
O that my Eyes were Cataracts of Tears, - 
That I might overflow the World with Grief, 
And drown my Senſes in a Flood of Woe ! 


PyRO - 


. 
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PyROCLES. 
O kill me not, by doubting thus my Love. 
Had I but any Inſtrument of Death, 
By Heav'n I'd plunge it in my Heart before theey 
It with my Blood I might approve my Faith. 
O riſe, ſweet Maid! *tis Love that prompts my Tongue; 
To fave thy Lite, I am content to be 
For ever wretched. | 
PriLocLEA. (Riſing.) 
Think'ſt thou then that I 
Set ſuch a Value upon wretched Life, 
To purchaſe it at the Expence of Love, 
Of Truth, of Happineſs, of Virtue too ? 
Are we not bound by the moſt ſolemn Vows! 
( Are they ſo ſoon forgot ?) and who ſhall dare 
To violate their holy Faith —— Wilt thou? 
PyROCLES. 
My Death ſhall ſoon abſolve thee of thy Vow. 
PariLOCLEA. 
And doſt thou think I wou'd ſurvive thee then ? 
Thou little know'ſt thy Philoclea's Heart. 
Thou think'ſt perhaps Pm weak: my Nerves, tis true, 
Can't wield the Sword, or hurl the beamy Lance; 
But I can riſe againſt a Weight of Woe. 
I ſcorn Afflictions; I'm above them all; 
I will be greatly wretched : Love, like mine, 
Is like a God, invincibly ſupreme. 
PyROCLES. 
O bes nly Maid! thy Virtue's more than human! 
I feel its Influence beaming from thy Soul, 
And, as I gaze, I catch th' inſpiring Flame. 
Its ſacred Energy dilates my Breaſt, 
And I will now contend with thee in Greatneſs. — 
Yes, thou ſhalt die; — but P11 do greater ſtill. — 
I will ſurvive thee. 


PHiLtLoOCLEA. 


O! I charge thee live. 
PyROCLES. 
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PyRocLes. 
But it is only to avenge thy Death: 
H build a Temple to thee, where thou fall'ſt; 
(Men ſhall adore thy Conſtancy and Truth) 
And on thy Altars every living Soul 
Within this Citadel, with all their Kindred, 
Their aged Parents, and their tender Babes, 
Shall bleed thy Victims, — then I' lay myſelf. 


Enter CECROPIA. 


CxrcroPia, 
The Time's elaps'd, I now-expect an Anſwer, 
Is ſhe reſolv'd? 

PyRocLEs. 


She is. 
CECROPIA. 
On what ? 
PRiLocLEA. | 
To die. 


CEcroPra. 
What! dar'ſt thou die ! perhaps thou know*ſt not what 
It is to die. I will inſtru& thee in it. 
Look out upon that Scaffold. in the Court, 
Where thou * ſee what thou ſhalt be anon. 
(They look out of the Side Scene. 
PriLoCLEA. 
What do I ſee? or do my Eyes deceive me ? 
It is my Siſter. Sure they will not murder her! 
What means that bloody Ruffian with a · Sword? 
Look up, ſweet Pamela. Her Eyes are veil'd.—— 
Hide not thy Face, look on the barb'rous Man, 
And he can never ſtrike the cruel Blow. 
O kill me firſt! 
Cexcropra. 
They wait for my Command. 
When I ſhall wave my Handkerchief, one Blow 


Cuts ſhort her Thread of Life. Then ere I give 2 
| I The 
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The fatal Signal, will you ſave her Life 

And wed Ampbialus ? —— Burt, if ſhe dies, 

Remember *rwas your Tongue pronounc'd her Doom, 
HILOCLEA, 


Why ſhould I fear for her, 

Whar I deſpiſe myſelf. Her noble Soul 
Diſdains to live on any Terms like theſe. 
Lead to the Scaffold, there we'll die together, 


CECROPIA. 

Then ſhe is dead. 

(Waves her Handkerchief at the Sid Scene, 
PHILOCLEA. 


O ſtay, Barbarian, hold, 
Stop thy inhuman Hand !—— Oh! it is done (Fazrts, 
PyRoOCLES. 
O horrid Murder! barbarous bloody Monſter ! 
How fares it Philoclea? *tis too much, 
Too much of Miſery, for thee to bear. 
PHiLocLEA. (Reviving,) 
Alas where am I ? Thought begins to dawn! 
Was it ſome Sleep, and did I dream of Horrors ! 
Or is't a fad Reality of Woe! 
Ha! Recollection wakes me to deſpair ! 
I ſaw the cruel Blow, I ſaw her bleed, 
She's gone! ſhe's gone —— My Siſter and my Friend 
Muſt I remember ! how it racks my Thought 
O let me rave and burſt the Bounds of Reaſon, 
Letting wild Madneſs like a Deluge in, 
To waſh away Remembrance from my Brain. 
CECROPIA, 
Does Death look now fo lovely, that thou wilt 
Prefer his grim Embraces to my Son? 
PaiLocLEa, 
Sooner I'd m- rry with Ihyrcaman Tygers, 
For they are Monſters more humane than he, -—— 
O, my ſweet Pamela, to wed thy Murcerer ! — — 
Sooner Pd marry that relentleſs Blood-hound, 
The Excgutioner that gave the Blow. 


CE- 
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 CxcroPla. 

Then Ihavedone, 'tis thus thy Influence moves. J Pyro. 

Hence to the Scaffold with her; ſhe ſhall die. (Exit Ce- 
PrniLoCLEa. cropia. 

Yes, I will die, and thank the Hand that kills me. 

But, let us take our everlaſting Leave, — - 

O I ſhall never claſp thee thus again ! 

And yet if Heav'n had pleas'd, we ſhou'd have been 

Supremely happy but we will ſubmit 

And think of it no more. —Farewel for ever. 
PyROCLES. 

Oh ! Pbiloclea, muſt we, muſt we part? 
PHILOCLEA. 

Weep not for me, you'll ſee I'll bear it nobly. 

feel a pleaſing Chearfulneſs come o'er me. 

When, for the ſake of Virtue, we're diſtreſs'd, 

There's ſomething, even in Wretchedneſs, that's happy. 

May all thy Days be crown'd with ſmiling Joys; 

And, if it will not interrupt thy Peace, 

Remember, when I'm gone, how once I lov'd thee. 

(Philoclea 7s led off. 

PyRoOCLES. 

Then I defy the worſt that Fate can do, 

Shower down all your Vengeance on my Head. 

Thus I devote it to your angry Bolts. (Tears his Hair. 

My Brain's on Fire, Hell rages in my Breaſt, 

And madding Furies tear the Strings of Life. 

Burſt, burſt, my Soul, and ſend forth all your'Plagues, 

At once to fill and curſe the guilty World. (Exit. 


The SCE N E changes to the King's Pavilion in the 
Camp. The Kino, Musidorus, and PHILANAX, as at 
a Council of War. 
Kino. 
My noble Friend, Aſſociate of our Toils, 
Prop of our finking Hopes, thou Pride of War 
As we already owe ſuch countleſs Sums 
Of Gratitude and Praiſe to thy great Worth ; 
| I 2 We 
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We cannot think on any deſp rate Chance 

To riſk a Life we prize above Succeſs. 
PRHILANAX. 

T too, my Lord, moſt highly rate his Life, 

But, on one Caſt with him, will ſtal;e my own. 

For *tis a Scheme, I think moſt practicable. 

KING. 

Propoſe it, Sir, we'll give it due Attention. 
Mus1poR us. 

As I walk'd round, to view the Caſtle's Strength, 

On the North ſide I did perceive a Tower, 

Half fall'n to Ruin, and o'er-grown with Ivy. 

Near it a Mount of Rubbiſh lies, the Fragments 

Of its once lotty Dome, 'by which th* Aſcent 

Is eaſy. Unperceiv'd, I climb'd its Battlements, 

And, looking round, no Centinel was near. 

Once I was ſtartled, and for a Time I thought 

I was ſurpriz d. For, from a duſky Vault 

A moping Owl fluſn'd full into my Face. 

It was an Omen, more than ſuperſtitious, 

A ſacred Meſſenger from Heav'n, ſent down 

To tell me, that the Place was unfrequented. 

With cautious Step I ſtole me down again, 

Went thro' the Camp, and choſe an hundred Youths 

Of gallant Spirit, all of noble Blood, 

Who are reſolv'd, with me, if thou'lt permit us, 

To ſcale this Paſfage, and ſurprize the Guards 

Who keep the Poſtern Gate; which ſetting wide, 

The noble Philanax, with all his Forces, 

Shall ruſh upon the heedleſs Foe at once, 

And become Maſters of th' affrighted Town. 
PRILANAX. 

I have conſider'd it with deep Attention, 

And think it is a noble Stratagem, 

That ſcarce can fail of its deſery*d Succeſs. 

KING. 
The Danger and the Glory both are thine. 
We know thy military Fame too well 


To 
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To think, thou ou d ſt venture on a raſh Deſign. 
Go on, great Sir, thou ſhalt. command to-day. 
We make thee General of all our Forces, 
Ev'n Philanax ſhall follow where thou lead'ſt. 
- PRILANAX. 
From thee I'll take my Orders. 
Musiporus. | 
OK The Command, 
For this one Expedition, I accept. 
Draw thou the Forces to th' appointed Ground, 
Which I before have ſhewn thee. Pll-prepare 
My truſty Volunteers. When they ſucceed, 
We'll crown them all with Wreaths of deathleſs Fame. 
Come, Pbilauax, prepare. 
Euter an Orrickx. 
OFFICER. | 
: Pardon, my Lord, 
This bold Intruſion; but, as I believe, 
My diſmal News will influence much your Councils, 
Pye ta'en the Liberty to came uncall'd. | 
Mus1DoRus. 
Speak, Sir, what ist? 
OrriexR. 
My gracious Lord, I now 
Muſt wound your Ears with the moſt cruel Sounds 
That ever Tongue pronqunc'd.—Juft now a Spy 
Deſerted from the Caftle, brought the News, 
That your two Daughters, pardon, Sir, theſe Tears 
That interrupt my Speech, O barb'rous Deed 
Were both beheaded, ere he left the Town. 
MusinorRus. 
It muſt be falſe !—There lives not upon Earth 
A Monſter, capable of ſuch a Deed! . 
KiNG, 
Alas, my Children! Are you ſure tis true? 
Do you think, .Philanax, they'd dare to do it? 
| OFFICER, 
Sir, he's a Gentleman that bore Commiſſion 


Bur 
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But being ſhock'd at this inhuman Murder, 
He leap'd the Walls and fled the guilty Place. 
Since that, four others are come in, who all | 
Confirm each Circumſtance, he told; for Truth. 
. (The King retires extremely Micted to the Tent, 
enges US. 
Are you lure both : are dead? 
9 Gio.” "Me 
Yes, both, my Lord, 
Mrs1poxvus. 
That there's a Heav'n I ſee ; ; I breathe its Air; 
But I n&er doubted there were Gods till now. 
*Tis greater Blaſphemy to ſay there are 
Such Beings, who, ſurrounded with Omnipotence, 
Can behold Virtue butcher'd thus on Earth. 
Where are the Leſſons now the Sages taught me! 
Where now is Conftancy ! where Patience now! 
Vain Flatterers ! that in our happy Days 
Promiſe their Aid, but leave us in Diſtreſs ! 
Away, falſe Sycophants ! I ſcorn you now | 
Hence, gentle Love, away, thy Torch is out, 
It was extinguiſh'd in a Stream of Blood. 
Bur come, T i/iphone, with flaming Brands, 
Kindled in Pylegethon's infernal Blaze, 
Come, fire my soul with more than mortal Rage 
PHILANAX. 
That thou art generous, and haſt a Soul 
That's much affected with another's Woe, 
I ever thought; but this is far above 
Compaſſion”: 8 Voice! ; this Sorrow ſeems thy own; 
Not caught by Sympathy from others Grief. 
Sure there's ſome Cauſe for this, we know not of. 
Mus1porus. 
O there's a Cauſe, did you but know it ! Sir, 
You'd think I wanted Senfibility, or bore . 
Affliction like a God.---You wou'd not, then, 
Think it a Weakneſs, that I drop theſe Tears; 
No; you wou'd join and weep with me for ever, 


Or 
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Or elſe, wou'd'ſt beat thy Breaſt, wou'd'ſt tear thy Hair, 
Then burſting into Madneſs, rave as I do — 
But thou ſhalt hear it all; the King ſhall hear it; 
For there's no more Occaſion for Diſguiſe. 
PHILANAX, 
Diſguiſe ! 
Mus1DoRvus. | 
Yes, Sir; I am not what I ſeem. (Goes to the 
Wretched old Man, forget awhile to weep, King. 
Come and compare thy Cauſe of Griet with mine. 
Firſt view me well. Didſt thou cer {ce this Face 
Before? Know, I was once the Shepherd Dorus. 
KING. 
The Shepherd Dorus] ſeize the Traytor there. 
Mus1DoRus. 
Unhand me, Sir, till thou haſt heard me all, 
I have deceiv'd thee in another Point; 
m no Ambaſſador from Mu/idorus. 
KING. 
O Villain! Villain, it is all thy Fault! 
Thy faithleſs Words prevented me from ſending 
Propolals of Alliance to Ampbialus, | 
Which might have ſav'd my Children's Lives: by Heav'n 
knew he was a Traytor ; ſeize the Monſter. 
M us1DORUS. 
Yet hear me, Sir, I ſtill have more to ſay.--- 
View me again, Lives Treaſon in theſe Looks, 
Or is there ought like Meannels in my Port ? 
Collect thy Wonder then; now let it looſe-- - 
When thou ſhalt hear, that I am Mu/idorus, 
The King himſelf, not his Ambaſſador. 
Nor is this all.---I lov'd thy Pamela 
And O] you will not wonder that I weep, 
When you ſhall hear, I was belov'd of her !--- 
KiNG. 
Sure there was never ſuch a Wretch as I ! 
VIUSIDORUS. 
Then Claus tc0---who, think you, Claius is? 


My 
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My Kinſman Pyrocles, who lov'd and was 
Belov'd again by Philocl ea. | 
| Ku. 

Ha! 
Claius a Prince TI 
Mus1Dorus. | 
Yes, Sir, the Prince of Macedon, 
He, gentle Youth, Pm ſure will die with Grief; 
He can't, like me, ſupport a Load of Woe ; 
And Heaven knows, tis more than I can bear. 
This, Sir, is all; if then you think I've wrong'd you, 
Firſt let mie take juſt Vengeance on that Town, 
And if thou'lt kill me then, I'll thank thee for it. 
| Kins. 
O virtuous Prince, forgive me my Miſtake. 
I'm now moſt wretched, knowing what I loſt. 

The Gods ne'er bleſs'd me with a Son; but you 
Might have ſupplied that Loſs, and been the Pride 
And Comfort of my Age. Then ſhou'd I die 
Content, to think 1 left my Children happy. 

But now I ſink with Sorrow to the Grave. 
Muous1porvus. | 
Wou'd'ſt thou have given her to me then? my Griefs 
Are now compleat. The Pow'rs of Hell combin'd 
Cannot add one Affliction more to mine. 
My Heart's too full of Grief and muſt run o'er--- 
But I'll be patient---tho* my Eyes will weep, 
Think it not Weakneſs, it is Nature's Fault, 
Who grieves to ſee her faireſt Work deſtroy'd. 
I cannot help it.---But I'm now myſelt, 
And I will glut my Soul with ſome great Vengeance. 
O they ſhall die no common Death tor'this ! 
Why ſtand I loit'ring thus? each Minute now 
That's thrown away is juſt ſo much }ndulgence. 
If I forgive them !---But come, follow me; 
Quick as the winged: Lightning let me fly, 
To be reveng'd, or in th' Attempt to die. (Exeuni. 
End of the Fourth ACT. 
g ACT 
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ACT v. 


8 CEN E, à Dungeon. 


PyROCLES ſolus. 


T TERE am I lock'd within this gloomy Vault, 

H And tho? I've calFd, and calPd. till J am faint, 
heir ſtony Hearts are ſenſeleſs to my Cries, 

Nor will they bring me News of Philoclea.— 

Yet ſure they will not, cannot, muſt not murder her.— 

O! where is Mu/idorus now? Were I 

At Liberty, like him, I wou'd have ſav'd 

The Partner of his Soul. -I wou'd have ſcal'd 

The Heav'ns, or forc'd the adamantine Gates 

Of Hell, and ſtruggled with reſiſtleſs Fate, 

Or I'd have reſcu'd both.---O Migſidorus ! 

If thou'rt my Friend, O fave my Philoclea ! 

Elſe I'll diſclaim all Amity and Truſt, 

And ſow eternal Diſcord thro' the World.. 


Enter an OFFICER, 


He! where is Philoclea ? 
| OFFICER. 
She is dead. 
| PyROCLES. 
Thou art a Soldier, Sir, and ſhou'd'ſt not mock me. 
Then tell me truly what is become of her. 
Wy OxFICER. 
Pm ſorry, Sir, that I muſt ſay ſhe's dead. 
28 9 K | | PrRo- 
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PyROCLES. 

By Heav'n *tis falſe ; and thou, and all of you, 
Have form'd a damn'd Conſpiracy againſt 
My Peace, becauſe you know I doat upon her. 
Why will you take this Method to torment me ? 
Are there no Whips?---Here, ſcourge me to the Bone; 
Then take and waſh me o'er with burning Nitre.— 
Wou'd not ſuch Tortures glut your Inhumanity ? 
Yet ſuch were-Eaſe to-what my Heart feels now. 

| | OFFICER. 
Sir, if you'll follow me, I will conduct you 
Where you may ſatisfy yourſelf. 

| PyYROCLES. 
Lead on; 

I'd follow thee to the profoundeſt Gulph 
Of Tartarus, thro' Seas of liquid Fire, 
So I might find my Philoclea there. (Excunt, 


SCENE, @ Hall hung with lac. 
A Body lying in State, covered with a Pall. 
Enter PyRoCLts and OFFICER. 


PyROCLES. 
Ha! what ſad Scene is this, what Pomp of Woe? ' 
OFFICER. 
Beneath that Pall lies Philoclea dead. 
Let your own Senſes witneſs it is true, (Exit Officer. 
PYROCLES. 
Are there no Bolts in Heav'n, avenging Gods! 
V+ here is the damn'd Contriver of this Deed ? 
Strike, blaſt her now, ye everlaſting Powers! 
Let fly your hotteſt Wrath around her Head. 
Ard yet *twas kind to let me lee my Love; 
That ev'n in- Death ſtill may gaze upon her, 


And on her Laps imprint one holy Kiſs, 
| | — Then 
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Then breathe my Soul away.---- 
* (T akes Up the Pall and Parts. 

O Horror Horror what a Sight is this 
A headleſs Trunk !---relentleſs Murderers ! 
Hide, Sun, thy Beams, nor view the bloody Decd, 
Let Darkneſs wrap the Worldin endleſs Night, 
There's nought worth ſeeing,--- Philoclea's dead. 
And am I  Pyroctes | and do I live FE 
| To ſpeak it !--Hark !--who is't cries Vengeance there? 
But what is Vengeance to a Crime like this“! 
Vengeance 1 is impotent, and Juſtice weak! 
Nor Heav'n nor Hell hath Forments adequate 
Let them that did it ſhare the World between . 
I do renounce it. Farewel all its Joys; 
There is no Joy, no Comfort left for me, 
But to lie here, and pine away my Life. 

(Lies upon the Ground. 

Deſpair and I will never quit this Place. 
To die of any other Death but Grief 
Were Wrong to Pbiloclea, and my Heart's 
So full of Sorrow, it muſt burſt itſelf, 
Poor Innocence | 


Enter Phil ocl EA in 4 white Undreſs. 


O let me teach the very Rocks to weep | 
And theſe dull Vaults to echo back her Name 
My Philoclea ! Philaclea's dead 
PHILOCLEA. 
Alas! he weeps for me. O matchleſs Love 
Who wou'd not die to be lamented thus 
Do not torment thyſelf ; O moderate 
Thy Tears; be comforted. 
PyROCLES. 
Be comforted | (Starts up in a a Rage. 
May Lightnings blaſt that impious Tongue of thine 
That dares preſume 
(Seeing Philoclea, he firſt ſtands ſurpriz'a, 
then drops upon his Knee. 
K 2 Celeſtial 
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Celeſtial Meſſenger ! 
Since thou'lt ſubmit thyſelf to mortal Senſe, 
Thou haſt done well to take that heav*nly Form, 
A brighter cou'd not be created for thee | 
O let me aſk thee, ere thou flit'ſt away, 
Why ſhou'd the perfecteſt of Nature's Works, 
Whoſe Semblance thou haſt taken, be decreed 
By the juſt Gods to ſo unripe an End ? 
PHILOCLEA. 
Recal thy wandring Senſes, gentle Vouth; Z 
Thou art deceiv'd, it is no viſiona 
Shade thou ſeeſt, but Philoctea's Self, 
The ſame thou lov'ſt, who loves thee ſo again. 
PyRocLEs. {Riſes.) 
If it be ſo, that thou'rt indeed the Soul 
Of that bright Maid, O ſtay with me for ever ! 
Or let me burſt, with thee, the Bounds of Nature, 
And ily to Realms of Immortality. 
Sure thou art come to chide me of Delay, 
For lingring thus behind thee : but Heav'n knows, 
long for nothing half ſo much as Death, 
But that I'm here depriv'd of ev'ry Means. - 
Ha! there is one way left, if that will do. 
I will dafh out my Brains againſt the Earth. 
¶(Daſbes himſelf upon the Floor. 
PRILocLEA. 
Alas! I fear he has deſtroy'd himſelf. 
Speak to me, Fyrocles, how fares it with thee ? 
(Pyrocles ſtarts up. 


PyRocl. Es. 
It is Ely/um round me ! and my Love 
Is come to meet me in theſe wh Shades; 
Now we ſhall part no more, no Tyrants here 
Shall interrupt our bleſs'd immortal Love. 
(Takes her in his Arms, and then ſtarts from her. 
Ha! ſhall I truit the Evidence of Senſe ! 
How can this be? It muſt de Madneſs all; 
I know 
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| know I rave, and this is all Illuſion, 5 
For now I recollect — ſhe's dead ! ſhe's dead ! 
. PH1LOCLEA. 

Be patient, gentle Love, T'll tell thee all, 
If chou wilt hear me, for it is not Madneſs. 
Alas! my Pyrocles, thou wert deceiv'd, 
And ſo was I, and ſo my Siſter was. 
Cecropia, finding neither cou'd be mov'd, 
By any gentle means, t' eſpouſe Amphialus, 
Reſol vd at length to try what Fear cou'd do; 
So dreſ ung poor Eugema, the kind Maid 
Who aited on us, in my Siſter's Garments, * 
We {aw ner Head ſtick off, which being veil'd, 
We did imagine it was Pamela. 

i YROCLES, 
And was't aot Pamela ? 

PHILocLEA. 


| O no! thank Heav'n! 
She lives ! ſhe lives! 3 
PyRocLEs. 
But tell me of thyſelf. 

1 __. FPHILOCLEA. OE 
Again they dreſs'd the bleeding Corſe like me, 
To practiſe on my Siſter. -— But Ampbialus, 
Soon as he heard it, diſavow'd the Deed, 
And gave me liberty to viſit Pamela. — 
O *twas a joyful Change, trom black Deſpair ! 
Each viewing each as riſen from the Dead! 
Then flying with the gladſome News to thee, 
found thee wailing my imagin'd Death, 

)-YROCLES. 

O all ye Pow'rs who ſit enthron'd above 
The ſtarry Concave of the vaulted Sky, 
Say, have you any darling Bliſs in ſtore 
For your choice Favourites that equals mine! 
I'm all Diſtraction, Madneſs, boundleſs Joy! 
My Philoclea lives O let me thus 
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Ruſh to thy Arms, and there unload my Soul; 
My Joy! my Bliſs! my Pbiloclea lives. | 
(An Alarm and Noiſe of fighting 


Enter Mus1porus leading in Pau LA, fellowed by 
PHILANAX and Soldiers. | 


Mestwokus. 
My Pyrocles, my ever faithful Friend, 
Come to my Arms, thou Partner of my Soul! 


PyROCLES. 
My Muſidorus ! 
| Mos1porvs. 
Now ſucceſsful Love 


Shall more than pay the Dangers we have paſt ——— 
The Caille” s ours, and I have ſlain Ampbialus. 
PyROCLES. 
Amphialus 1. 
| Musiporus. 
I met him hand to hand 

As I firſt enter*'d and ſurpriz'd the Town; 

And, with a Vigor never felt before, 

I ruſſrd upon him, greedy of Revenge. 

The Fight was obſtinate; till with a Blow, 

I fell'd him to the Earth. Where the mean Slave, 

With uplift Hands and ſupplicating Looks, 

Begg'd for his wretched Life. At that I drove 

My Weapon thro? his Heart, and pin'd him to 

The Ground. — Pm ſorry now I flew the Wretch,--- 

But I then thought my Pamela was dead: 

And had the Lives of the whole human Race 

Depended then on his, he ſhou'd have died, 

And I ſhou'd think the Sacrifice too ſmall. 

PyROCLES. 

Then Heav'n is juſt, and we ſhall all be happy! 

But let not that fell Monſter of Barbarity, | 

Cecropi 2, ſcape from Juſtice——bring her forth. — 
PHILANAX. 
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As I came by Iſaw her breathleſs Corſe, 
A horrid Sicht! lie mangled in the Street. 
Conſcious of Guilt, ſhe leap'd from off * 
And executed Juſtice on herſelf.— 
But, O my Princeſſes, I now muſt tell 
Such News as will o' ercloud this Dawn of Joy; 
The King, my much-lov'd Maſter, is no more. 
Entring the Citadel, a fatal Shaft, 
Let fly at random, pierc'd his-royal — 
He died within my Arms. 
PHILOCLEA, 
Alas, my Father! 
 __ PryRocLEs. 
O thou fweet Miracle of filial Piety, - 
Let gentle Patience dry thoſe-virtuous — — — 
I do remember now the Oracle, (To Muſidorus. 
Which late thou told'ſt me of. Myſterious Heay'n ! 
The very Caution which the King employ'd 
To intercept the dark Decrees of Providence, 
_ Hath prov*d the Means to render them complete. 
Had Heav'n- born Wiſdom been his only Guide, 
Safe had he ſteer'd thro” Life's uncertain Tide, 
Where Tempeſts riſe ; but when the Storm is paſt, 
— Triumphant Virtue ſhall be crown'd at laſt, 
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Sbou'd not dare appear again before ye, 
= _ Who judge, perhaps, too hardly of my Story, 
Did not th Excuſe flow ready to my Tongue, 
My Spouſe was old, and my Gallant was young. 
Beſides," *twere hard to forfeit Reputation, 
For entertaining a mere Inclination. ' 
In Britain, I am ſure, *tis paſt a Doubt, 
We all are virtuous,---till we're firſt found out: 
Nor have our learned Doctors & er decreed 
To take the bare Intention for the Deed. 
My Honour then is ſafe, beyond Denial, 
For it was never — fairly put to Trial. 
And yet of my Gallant Þ'd gladly know, 
Whether he meant to keep bis Word, or no. 
Let each young Spark ſuppoſe him in his Place, 
Wou'd he have ſhun'd an am'rous Queen's Embrace? 
Then Oh |! reſtrain your Laughter, 75 you can, 
To think of placing Chaſtity in Man ! 
Where was this grave, romantic Poet born? 
He's not an Iriſhman, I dare be feworn. 
. Then to be lock'd up in a Country Place, 
Where no Male Friend cou'd dare to ſhew his Face. 
Ab! Ladies! were you ſerv'd ſo by your Spouſes, 
You'd ſoon ſet Fire to all their Country Houſes. 

If ſuch Arcadia was, youll freely own, 
We have more ſoft Retreats for Love at home. 
Here tis enough our Eyes reveal the Tire, 
And the charm'd Object kindles with Defire. 
Our ſmart young Bloods know how to treat a Lady, 
Not like the baſhful Lovers of Arcadia. 

And yet our Bard,---a very ſober Youth, 
Bid me conclude with this too ſerious Truth; 
There's ſtill this Moral in my Breach of Duty, 
That Age ſhou'd never match with youthful Beauty, 


